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VALENTINE WRITER, 


OR THE 


High Road to LOVE; 
FOR BOTH SEXES, 
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A Complete Set of VALENTINES, 


P r or Ir every TRADE in Town or Cour ; 
. . with their Anſwers. a v4 : 


1 15 8 aa. LIKEWIGSE 
ately of. leaſing Verſes ealeulsted to crown with 
a ood Humour, the happy Day which 8 
* om 5 2 5 of x both 
tho o 
* much 0 — and Emerwinnent. wy 
To which js added, 


4 Songs in Honor of the Dey. e 5 
before * Pripted-- 8 


PETIA the jap harerala, 
ath ; 
EE Ayo pk n Trains Sk 
W oghe in Se. Valentine. * i 
— — —_ 
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T. Valentine's Day has been a Day of Mirth 

and Feſtivity Time out of Mind, and is 
generally kept by the 1 both Sexes, in 
Town and Country; little Preſents from one 
to another pals; Verſes, as well comical as 
ſerious, are ſent to each other, expreſſive of 
2 Opinion of the Parties to whom they are 
ent. 7 


Moſt of the above Sorts being very old, and, 
rather not fit ſor the preſent Age, this Collec- 
tion which is entirely New, is humbly offered 
to the Public; and if it ſerves to paſs away an 
innocent Hour, is all that is aimed at, and is 
their very | 


Humble Servants, 


J. TURNER, 
A. ROSE, &c. 


. 


bes center Sede. 


. 9 
T H "7. 


NE W re 


VALENTINE WRITER, 


| Df Er TRADES. 


The PAINTER to : 4 
Y Pengil I would take in hd, 


M To Paint a face fo fair, 


t all the kill I can command, 
Is uſeleſs I declare. 


My blended Coloure when I view, 
3 
rmine earl, at ſight 10 
Muſt hold a diſtant place. you 
Yet if your Portrait {you oa will find; 
Then with my wiſh comply, 
Come hither, and to eaſe my Wo 
. You'll find it in each eye. 
But far more perfect in my heart. 
Is that dear fotm of thine; X 
Then let me ſhare an equal "ty, 
With thee, ſweet Val | 


To the PAIN TER. 


What can I ſay to thiogs ſo fine, 
Which you have ent to me 2 


. 5 
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The NEW ENGLISH 


Ge Debek, Ta 2 


ho would have thou 
Could thus defy your art, 


No where but in your heart. 
If flattery can a — . 


— * 
PR 


at. K Kody d. 
And that my pictur Fo uld trace, 


| 


m_ 
— 8. — 


9 . 


oute maſter o 5 
t Pencil you can uſe ich Ae, 5 


My * Valentine. 
FAR 4 R 4d 1 
14. * OF 
Plough Ws 


Wy 


an plac your heart, 
th milking Cows- "and Swine, 


Come N — me, 
And you 44 
Pre” 5 alentine. 
n my Fields, 
In plenty, yields; : 


My Barns are f111'd ith! Sto, 


Fine Sheep jn 1 Peas) 12 
And Cocks aud Hens 


For Pudding and Beef, 


Proviſion, chief, N 
And up the chimney Bacon, * 
9 Valentine, * Fa 
owl be mine, 


ſoul never be miſtaken. bs 2 5 7 


To the FARMER;" 


Your Plough aud. Cart, 0 


Has wen my Heart, 


Pray who cd better with * 1 


_ Corn . | 
owls at the door, 
And Milk a well- fl! dim. 


— 


4 


Are cluckitg round ey door. a 


a 
. 
” 


| Ambe 
| Werd never tis 


No Tap of mine you'e'erthalt be; 
No Work Tub is made for me; 


YALFYTINE PAITEE 


Lo E I | 
h-diid\great,  - 
we er ee be mine ; 
Pit: milk the Cows, © 
And mind the houſe, 
And feed the . grunting Swine. 
In lummer's day, 
I'll help make 


bi de an doe die, 


Then come to 
And let's A 7 | 
About it, Valentine. ; 2 


The BREWER to 


As Malt and Hops Stron Bees 
80 I am ſtrong in ern phone 2 ny 6 

Your Brewftly Vat 1 ſain be, 
And you'd be A ort to E. 
Your ſparkl p yer 

And Fa at 4 till. you are — | 
Oh! give my Barrel yept,-or I 


Shall cuickly-burſt the aloe and die. 


Come tap my Butt, and drink F 
You'll And i mellow to your Win, — 
'Twill bear a glaſs, it is ſo ſine, 


R off, _— — 


7 9 


To — BREWER. 


So much you praiſe your own Strong! r. 


'Tis ww roth, I'm apt to fear; 

Vour Malt and Hope Buy * de 

It yes would 1 b 0 9 as 

muc ide, 

175 Teaſt io riſe J 

To butſt; your Barret is inclia'd,; 

If tis, it muſt be ſure with Wind, 5 


cw 


i F. 4 


- 
* 


7. 


The NEW ENGLISH © 
Your foaming nonſenſe I decline, x 


And fo farewell, my Valentine. 


The CUTLER to 


No Knife or Sciliars e'er was made, 


So ſharp and cutting as your eyes; 
No Sword or Dagger's keeneſt Blade, 
Could more my wounded Heart ſurpriſe, 
When at my Grinding Stone I work, 
Still toiling in the Cutler's art, 5 
$1:v'ng like any Galley Turk, 
Juſt fo you always grind my Heart. 


Ah! poliſh up your mind to me, 


Or ſure my life will ſoon decline: 1 
Vet ſoon it difterent far would be, 112 
If you were kind my Valentine. 
„1e che CUrLEK R. 

I'm ſorry, Sir, my ſhould de 
To you ſo ſharp and keen, 
If true, what you have ſaid to me, 
Before was never ſeen, 1 


I wonder as they rove about... 


* 
1 


M öbich through the windows I reveal ; 


They do not cut the ſocket 
As Knives without a Sheath, no doubry }'' | 
Would ſurely cut the pocket. 
I hate ſuch paltry fuſtian Stuff, 
So muſt your ſuit decline. 
*Twill ferve to laugh at well enough, _ 
Ha! ba! my Valentine. 
The GLAZIER to 
You're;like my Diamond, my ſweet las, 
For that you know will cut my Glas; 
Your eyes are diamonds, both I ſee, | 
They don't cut glaſs, but they cut me. 
h! think upon the pains I feel. 


Come 


VALENTINE WRITER, 5 


Colne ope-the Oaſement of my breaſt} 8 
7 ou may ſee it all conteſt; 2 

utiy eber contriv'd by art,, - Y 
Co. e the broken par, 
Dark I muſt ba, ſweet Valentine, Y 


Valeſs you'll bv Sen of ne. ot 31 
4 


" ft Xi! 5 u. > 
Ta the GLAZIER. e 


Alas! Glaze, that love like ale . 
Should qd houſe, and break each window; 
The diſmal loſs do not repige, | 
For thou ſhalt be my Valentine. 

And if my Glaſs you can but ſquare, -- . ſ 

Fl mend ew pant, Ido d eelare; Nor 1; 55 

Bk light ſhall. — your 2 ie, 

| ee grieve not, Valentine. - 

Lobes Patty ſhall our hearts ſecure; 14 

And you ſhall no more cracks endure; 

The windows I will clean of thine, 

Since you're ſo true a Valentine. 


The GARDENER to 


Come, gentle Valentine, and fee, 5 
What charm ing Fruit 1 have for thee ; 
Here's Apricots and Codlings fine, 

To pleaſe your palate, Valentine, 
I've Pinke, I've Lilies, and I've Roſes, 
And Williams Sweet to make you Venen 1;-.. 
The Gilly-flower fine to behold, 

And bright Jonquil which ſhines like Gold, 
An Everlatjing, like my love, ' , , -— 
Which ftill to you con: nt vez 
My Garden of all ſorts 1 is thine, — 
Whene'cr you pleaſe, ſweet e 


To the GARDENER: . AC an 


Your Garden is moſt rich and rare, R 
E all is true which you declare; 2 


* 


80 bri 


be NEW ENGLISH. 


They ſure might any lady ſuĩt. 


- Your Codling, Trees are fine, no doubt, 


And ſtretch their branches far about ; 


n —— there. 


Have vou not get 


My doubts, 4 —— you'll think no crime, 


Bot let me hart # ſprig of "Thyme, 
Till when I muſt mY ſur decline, 
80 fare ye well, my Valentine. 


The HATTER to ” 


Like to a Drapes ſoft and fine, 


Socb is your. Akin, ſweet Valentine: 
As fine us Coney-wool your hair, 
Which, ever made a Hat to wear. 
Was I a Beaver Hat for thee, 
Twould ful my Wiſhes to a T: 
When on you I then did thine, 
How bleſt will be your Valentine. 
Oh ! let me grace your preti head, 
There with'an Oftrich Feather ſpread, 
Hor grand would be the lot of mine, 


To be. till wah wy Valentinc. 


To the HATTER. 


Why ©; now Hatter, 
wars he matter, | 
Hove you broke from Bedlam lar ; 
2 „ 
Oo uc A 
Prey e of fuck kite prac. * 


Hat and Feather, 


Take together, 
'Them and you 1 muſt decline 


So mind your — 
You dirty blade, | | 
I will got be your Valentine, 


1 


your Flowers, ſo rich your Fruit, 


VALENTINE WRITER. 
The - MASON to 
No Stone that e*er 2 hew'd, 
Was e&'er ſo hard as ou 
No Marble that Fever Lena, 
More beautiful tis true. 
n look more kind, 
gentle by my Art; 
Year all my ay Skill is DA 1 find, 
In lat king of your — | 
When Nature each bird be gay, 
And all to love incline ; 
Who knows indeed but what you mays 
Upon St. Valentine. 


To the MASON. . 


St. Valentine I own appears, 
And fills — dar grove; 
The gentle feather'd race he cheers, 
And warms each breaſt to love. - 
Then blame no more my hasden'd. hc art, 
Which did your ſuit deny ; 
A convert to your pleaſing art, 
mean your truth tu t. 
No more like marble I will be, 
But to your wiſh incliae; 5 
So make whate'er you of me, 
My faithful Val ae 


The COMB-MAK LR to 
When I ſurvey ou flowing hair, 
In artleſs rin — | 
I earneſt wiſh,” 125 
- To de your Vä se. 
My lrory Comb ſhould ſmooth you well, 
And make your Trefſes-ſhine ; 


I'd treaſure up the Hairs that f. 1 
And chink them all dirine. 


Good Mr. Thatcher 


The NEW ENGLISH 
In your gold locks young Cupid's hid, 


From thence he ſhot his dart, 


My paſſion then do not forbid, 
But eaſe me of my ſmart. y 


To the COMB-MAKER... 


5 : i 75 Ay 4 TER. : 
I own your Combs are Fhite and ſiue, 
And at your trade cue very rare, 


But you're no Valentine of mine, 
Nor ever ſhall you touch my hair. 
The conſtant ſawing of your ieeih, 

My teeth on edge would ſer I fear, 
Beſides I think you are beneath, | 
A girl like me; both ſmart and fair, 
Your match won't ſuit my temper right, 

I never will by man be led, 
Depend upon it, every night, 
Fa either break or comb your head. 


The THATCHER to 


To keep you from the wind and rain, 
My uſeful art you kyow, ©, © 
Thro? troſt and ſnow, in care and pain, 

A Thatching I muſt go. 07 of 


Sweet Valentine then don't be coy, . 


But to my wiſh incline, 
Ah! let me all my ſkill employ, 

To thatch the cot of thive. 
My Stubble Straw Pl lay on thick, 
And bind it wth a Binn, 
Whether it be of wood or brick, 

No water ſhall' come in. 


To. the THATCHER. _ 


ö ay attend, 
decline; 


I don't your wiſh 


» bs 7 


But - 


| VALENTINE wRirys, 


But other Cots fear i in. tbe end, 
You'll thatch, inſtead of mine. 
But if you're honeſtly inclin'd,, IS 
And mean your thatching fair, | 
You are the man that,ſuits my mind. 
I will the truth declare. 
Then come and thatch my tenement, 
Arid do, it neat and fine ne, 2 
Til warrant Pt your work content, X 
My geatle Valentine. | n 


The PIN-MAKER e 


When firſt I faw your charmin fac 
I wiſh'd you might be ever * 
Oh let my/wiſhes mow. — 101 
: A. this 2 of 7 PE” 
— all 


Keese pen, Ives. 71 FL 


And pin myſelf to you myffweet, % 
Up in one bundle while I fire. 
Do but conſent to what I ſay, "x 
And let yourtheart to me E. nad ohh 
That we may aps 5-57 "0 
And hail the name 0 Valentine, | * 


To che PIN. MaK R. 


If 1 to you my heart incline; | 
Be faithful ſtill to what you on 
Come be my only Valentine 
And let us ever bleſs the day. i] 
Pins for my hair, you'll always 4. 
d let them be both ſtrong and C ber, 12 
8 ou're the man unto ry mind, 
we fhall happy be for ever. 
Ther ou may ſtill your buſineſs mind, 
A. you I be _ head, 
4 wit ſh point you'll, find, : 
But ſtill by you be away led, a 


T5 


1 


— 


* 


"© 
2 


But bold 11 right pr tf IRE, 


Sweet Wedge 


The, NEW ENGLISH 


The TANNER to 
Tho' I'm a Tabnef dy. my my. mates 
Yet valentine don? Ae a 

Tho? often Hides [ran 825 tie,” 

I nce'r will tan the ide of you. 

The Bark and'Lime that's i the Pit, 
May tan the outſide of my wit, 

And keep my heart pe Abo far he 
Mueh more than 6th Falles' can do 
Befides mine is A Ufe fill E25 ine 
Since without me no "Rider e made; 


Then let your heart, to, eli 
And tam Rh * Val a | 


e the. —— 


For all you: a—_— 
I fear that you will 


Which Nie Would! In Wot 
If e'er you R ir x 76 2471 
Your uſefu e is A Fm. TW 
In making teat r the oe -* 

But ma 1 5 5 t _ — | : 4 
As ha 


may 


* 


3 


0 


chi hee of 225 


3 


— 5 


Howe'er re not? 


So tenderly . 5 
And e * ' 
If you'll be mlue, 2 id + 1515 x . 10 4 


'll feed your pal f en 
Coſſtię 2nd ta Pate nice A. bak 


Green e 1 a BD? $4 4 Ar 


Wich Nude g kn Al; ſpies.” x bs, 
Sugar Candy: too, | 1 $54 : 1 


U 


| Vil give to you, 


WIT and'Fi Figs be byte % "a 24 


A 


* 


? . 


I'm not inelin'd,, PUTNEY 1 
FELL So des zou will be quiet... wm 1 f 


I do decline, 


13 


VALENTINE warst 18 
ge den- be, cop, ſoy 1: 1.548 [ 


But come with zoy 
And be my Honey dite. 
Then all may ſee, * 


By you and me., bay ag 
When we tog ether weer; kgs. 
-No'bickro bir, * „4 „ 


Us to pecpler, 10 - 


Burl inn upof Seven | „ Ee 


55 To the GROCER. | 
I ſmell a ink, | 
You'talk fo = of bett 
W : 
nt | 
Vaud w ehe he e 
1 ſhould, Mice'yh, R 
Take ſurfeit . 
And with for other diet: 
You know my mind, 


A Valentine, 


TE Nay dani you rom your g. | 

For it is true, 

That as for you, - + ©! 65: 
n raify . 


The BUTTON MAKER tt to 
Since fi U beheld your feet face at the fatr, 
My mind has made 8 I vow and declare; 
And for ever Fm Wilfing, tis true, on my ſoul, 
AN vau, pretty Nancy, as my button hole. 
a making ot buttons you know I have ſkill,- ' 
Nu order e er came, but I knew to fulfil. _ 
For a coat I am charming, , ſometinies I would ſtoop, 
To make one for a hat, if there was a good _—_ 
hey 
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|  YourArt I'muſt own Rtill helps out the defign ; 


c: The; N ENGLISH, 


Then ſince it ſo happens, you're my Valentine, 
Conſent to be married ſweet charmer of mine; 

By the help of the parſon let's button together, 
And love and good-humour will wait upon either. 


To the BUT TON. Makk R. 


. 11 0 p j 
Well, well, Mr. Button, fines you fancy me, 
Your button-hole I will conſent now to be; 
But mind when we're married, to breed no vexation, 


By putting a button on my inclinetion, 
e 


er button the cupboard, but let it be free, 
At morning and night, both for your and forme, 
To my ſhop let your button be always inclin d, 
Or {ome other button perhaps I may find, 
If this you conſent to, I'm ready you ſee, - 
Aud as to objection you can have no plea ; 
To button together I now do incline 1 15 
But mention the day then my ſweet Valentine. 


1 


The STAY-MAKER to 

Your ſhape which is of a moſt delicate fize, 
Fas long been the wonder of theſe doating eyes, 
When I meaſur'd your waiſt, tho* not large 13 my handy 
I vow and declare I could almoſt it d; W 
When the Whalebone and Tabby I came to diſplay 
The thoughts of youſtole all my ſenſes away; 
Then every ſtitch which I ſet, for my part, 
I thought that the needle was ſtitching'my heart, 
Oh! think then what toxtures poor I muſt endure, 
And as you're the cauſe, pray extend me the cure, 
To the tondeſt of mortals ahl gently Incline, 
As fate has ordain'd you for my Valentine. 

To the STAUV MARK. 
With Whalebone and Tabby you do things ſo clever, 


I wiſh you my Stay- maker may be for gyer; 
Tho' Nature you ſay has made my Shape quite fine, 


The 


VALENTINE WRITER, 


'Then your ſpeeches ſo excellent who can withſtand, 
And I find that my heart will be at your command; 
When you meaſure me next, pray mind what you do, 
For that is the time for a lover towoo; -—— 
My Stays perhaps then may Ns not lac d ſe tight, 
And a few more fine ſpeeches the bufineſs do quite; 
When 1 to your wiſhes may kindly incline, - 
So farewell at preſent, my true Valentine. 
The SADLER © 
Sweet Valentine, Ru AN 
If you'll be mine. f 121 
Vho are my heart's chief pride; | 
A Saddle neat, | ads ee I 
And all complear,* Rs | 
You ſhalt have when you ride. 
Your Pillion ſoft. ; 
When you're aloſt, — EIS 
Upon your Dapple Grey, „ 1. 
A Pommel you, | ty fl 
For ſafety too, 
Shall find before you lay. 
All this ſhall be, 
My fair, for thee, 
If you'll to love incline, 
ll ſend the horſe, 
It you're not crals, 
To fetch my Valentine. 


- 4496 1 


* 


» 00000 


To the SADLER, 


Tf I ſhould come 
Unto your home, p 
As you ſeem much inclin'd, 
J tear that you, 
As others do, 
Will make me ride behind. * \ 
Your Saddle may | 


Be very giy, 


% 


C. AS 


t 
\ 


Is 


"av 


g- 


| The NEW ENGLISH 


As any I can fee, 
But tell me true, 
Pray do not you, 
Intend to faddle me? 


To anſwer this, 


May'nt be amiſs, 
o forward your deſign ; 
The truth impart, 
Devoid of art, 
Then you're iny Valentine. 


The COACH-MAKER to 


Now the birds begin to fing, 

Joy ſalutes the infant ſpring ; 

Pleafure wakes each pair to love, 

Through the mead and through the grove, 
As theiſeaſon does approach, | 
I for you have made a Coach, 

Gilt and painted rich and fine, 

Fit for you my. Valentine. 

Haſte and let us take a ride, 

Where the lawn extending wide, 

Shews the diſtant lofty ſpire, 

While the village ſhall admire. 

Hymen there ſhall crown our love, 

And our future blifs improve; 

Happineſs to us incline, 


It you pleaſe, my Valentine, 


To the COACH-MAKER, 


Bleſs me, Sir! a gilded Coach, 
Surely can be no reproach ; 

If that Fortune lends her hand, 
Such a bleſſing to command. 

It *tis only fur a day, a 
Drive your Coach, Sir, far away. 
With ſuch triſles I can pafr, 
They cau never win my beart, 


”- 


VALENTINE WRITER. 19 


With the man J love to boot, 

F can go to church on foot ; 
 Honvur, love and competence, 
Every bleſſing can diſpenſe, 

If that character is thine, 

You are then my Valentine, 
— may keep from want, 
Though ic ma) not Coaches grant. 


The MALSTER to 
My Barley's fine and good my Kiln, 


In making Milt none has more kill ; 

And tho' my Horſes oft are blind, 

My love to you is not, you'll find, 
„What tho' my Gran'ry well is fiil'd, 

As. any Malfter yet beheld ; 

Yet what is all this ſtore to me, 

Unleſs that I could purchaſe thee, 

Come then and all my Malt command, 

Pl! put the ſtaff into your band, 

My Barley every grain be thine, 

As you I've choſe my Valentine. | 


To the Mal STER. 


I do not doubt your Malt is R 

Your ſkill by all is undecſtood ; | 

The humming Beer through all the town, 

Has fix'd on high your juſt renown. 

But why ſhould I your Grain command, 

] own 1 do not underſtand, . 
Or how of ſervice I can be, 

Unleſs you make a Kiln of me. 

But I your Barley cannot 125 f 

Nor yet your Blind-horſe Mill ſupply ; 
$a to your with I can't incline, 1 
Adieu then Maſter Valentine. 1 
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The NEW ENGLISH 


The TURNER to. .. 


Tn turning things is my delight, 
All forts ot pleafing ware; 
I wihh you'd underitand me right, 
And tvrn to me my dear. 
Then I to you would turn again, 
In hopes to pleaſe your mind, 
Our turning would not be in vain, 
As by my wheel you'll find. 
St. Valentine now turns the year, 
And does to love iucline, 
Then let us turn and kits my dear, 
As you'te my Valeniing 


To the TURNER. 


So well you turn your words about; - - 
Their meanjug I muſt fomewhat doubt; 
And as your ware you turn with eaſe, 


You think to turn me as you pleaſe. 
But you muſt ſtay a turn or two, 
Before that I ſhall turn to you; 


Though turns in love may-ſame delight, 


They turn ſometimes dontrary quite. 
But if you really mean to wel, 
Then to the Parſon turn your head; 
To turn to you I may incline, 

50 much for turning, Valentine. 


. The SAWYER to 
As up and down wy. Saw I ply, 
I often fee you ng by ;-- | 
And wiſh I could your fancy draw, 
= as I do the ſineſt Saw. 

ut you are cruel for your part, 

And take delight to faw my heart; 
My beart was heart of Oak fo true“; 
But now is ſaw'd in twain by you. 


$ -\ 


O 


VALENTINE WRETER 2 


O! could Lyet youu the Pit, 

Full well it would my purpoſe fit x 3 
All ſee- ſaw words I would- l | 
But kiſs yon there fageet' Valentine. 


To the SAW WER _ {, 


You ſay that Fam like rhe fair, 

Which at your work you conſtant draw; ; 

No doubt my ſhape mutt beth, 

My teeth much ſharper than a pin. 

Vet me to much you ſeem'to prize, 

I fear the duſt has hurt your eyes. 

If that's the caſe to eaſe your pan, | 

i I'd have you ſaw it out again: "ITY 
And when that you in 

How littte like Arbe; my 

Perhaps I may' at your ſuit de 

And ſo your fervanc Vilentine Fe 


5 7: 4.9% 25 218: 


— 


The, FLE-MONGER 0 
Thou art a diſh, | 
Ot dainty Fiſh, 
Better Nen Vos or we, I 
Your —— are brit ht, 
As Sprats by 105 
Like Smeltt, * . wig 
You've flipt, I f 
Like any Eel, 
uite chroug 10 heart of mine 
No Flou FN 
Is cn 6, s 7 25 TID 10 5 | 
13x BI e wollt 08 
Till you co 7700 "25 
Then no more ; 
Pm full of Spawn; © 


As any Pray! Rö; Nom be abs | 
Pray what would you 150 more: 


f C 3 To 
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To the nen. 12 


| Good Mr. Fiſh, "af ee 
|. - You're not the diſh, 2 | _ 
| That's fitted to my mind; my 
1 »Tis a plain caſe, 
| I * no 2 4 q 
| or yet a rout u „ r 
A Gudgeon you, al "py 5 2. 0-34 \fJ 
Are to my view, Ty” 
Which eaſily 1 Ly wh Peres | 
Should you be mine, 3 
Sweet Valentine 
Bewate a Lobſter” 8 e. "or 
So take your diſh, . wit mov e 
Of dainty Fiſh, , 12 
And caſt your (Nl 3 
For I defi iſe 1791 wr | 61158 
Your Spr like, eb „ 0 | 
So fare ye "wel — 


The BEL LO WS MAk ER to 


A Bellbws- maker I'm by trade, 
And love 8 well my Fry meds 1 


Pray let me by our own 
Be, 5 for to blow up the i,” 


Long noſes ony * backs'l ike, 
W undertake, * 25 


19 
- 
75 2 * 110 1 1 


Can do wha 
A hearty jolly blade am T, 
So pray my dear do pat be ſhy. 
On this good day of Valentine, * 
Give your conſent for to be mins: 
I'll aſe you well unto the en 


While Fve Bollows to make, or Bellhs10 mend, 
To the BELLOWS-MAKER. 


Good Sir, your Arguments are Sem 
About e wed. n W 


'0 


| — 1 Yet 
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Vet IL your Wiſhes will not grant, 

] don't a pair of B:llows want 

As you at blowing are ſo good, 

Although I am net made of wood; z 
After our honey- moon + paſt, 

I fear you'd blow me up at laſt. 

So fare you well, good Valentine, 

You may be ſure Fil not be thine ; 


Then work away while *tis cold weather, 
And join your backs and bellies together. 


The GOLDSMITH to 


The fineſt Gold my eyes can ſee, _ 
Believe tis true, my loxely fair, 
Has not ſuch radiant Garde To me, 
As one lock of your golden hair. 
If 8 conſent my love to be, 
pon this day of Valen ine, 
Ear-rings of gold l'Il bring to thee, 
And with the ſame thy neck intwine. 
But above all I'll bring the Ring, 
Thy taper finger to don; 
Our loves ſhall be eternal ſpring, 171 
Heginning from this happy/morn..... | 


. 
: 1 
1 
8 
[4 

: 


ß)»  _ __ 
of — 2 - 


* — 


— x.” = 
mg 


T_. = —_— 


To the GOLDSMITH. i It 


Tf I your honour may believe, + 
Dear Valentine in what you ſay, 
Your faithful, ov I will receive, ... 
1 = ble * happy Gaye . 
our Ring that;binds my round, 
d. A wle of ane Ban, x" —_ -* 
But in our hearts-ſhalt ſtill be found, 
A ſtronger bond of unity. x 
Then haſte to church dear Valentine, 
And all our ſuture Gays improve; 


1. 2 — * 1 0 ! er 4 
4 E. 007 wow 5 * Pq + 4151 # $ 89 *® £ . — n 
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The 'N EW ENGLISH. / 
When I am thine, and thou art mine, * } 


Bleſt both in e Ne le. A, 4 
l 8 LCP 88 

| The FIDLER to a — 4 we 

My pretty Valentine, 2 65: 


0 me ſay, you WII be. mine, * Hor! 


And I will make you metry ,, OY 
11 


* ' ” 
' 5 4 » 


In oe on 


I play m oc W410 
As EF Girls can tell; 


No fooliſh hum ſtrum fellow, ,.. 
Though am oſten mellow. | 

If you will be ler. be 39361 
Fil love yau. ag m 


$1} 8710 Ann 
And to vou Fill t ar, wo Hd 
Over he hl A 1 
of Fol 1541 1063009 - [0 vy 1 
| To. I. ] —_ U 
Good Nr. Olight pf! een 
Don't: tell mne be Ou 
For I don't HR te. = IO 
With your big e didg * 9 
17 1 thould #2 mov 12 i 1664 f 
1 ſoon BRIE Weg b 0 2 
Farewell then Fiddlin Dick, 
Or I'll break your: ch: T 
No Valentine fox me, * 
As we donde ne ee 9 — oy | © 
So roſin up your Gow 


Fot over che hills eee, 8 waY 


When firſt ne besticug, to be 
I left my 2 ”; charms 7 dar 


In many a blosdy welt-forght Keie, 8 


a WT've made che haughty toe te yield ; 


wat 
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Yet fate has warded off the blow, 
That I my truth to you may ſhe-: 
For every danger I could prove, 
To be at laſt bed with thy loye. 
Then ſay dear Molly thou art mine, 
My true and faithful Valentine» 


The SAILOR's RETURN, 
A VALENTINE. | 


Sinee laſt I left my Valentine, 

What dread{ul dangers have been mine; 
Tempeſts and ſtorms upon the deep. 
Would cauſe thy gentle heart to weep: ©* 
Belide the fury of the foe, 52 Sag 
Which many 8 gallant tar laid low. 


All theſe by fate I have withſigod, 


With all the perils of the flood, 

My Anchor's caſt, my Cable's ſure, 
"Tis yours to pity, mine endure; 
If that your love is like to mige, 

Pl! blef$ this day of Valentine. 


Mrs, SEW-WELL the Mantua-maker, to Mr. SYEAK 


the Taylor, with a Pair of Skeers, - 


On St, Valentine's day » - | 


My love to diſplay, . 
I. have ſent you a pairof'ſheers ; 
Which if yau incline 
My ſweet Valentine, Line 
With them you may cut off your ears, 


1 ANSWER, with 2 Paper of Needles. 


Your ſheers [-received, 
And am not at all grieved, 


hu you gave nie no more of your wheedle ; 


A paper Je font, 


The NEW ENGLISH 


And 'twill give me content, 
If you flick in your bum ev'ry needle. 


JOE thes Sandman, to OYSTER NA 
t - Knife. : * 


As I am crying round my ſand, 
And you my Valentine at hand, 
To open Oyſters on my life, 
I've ſent my Nan a pretty knife; 
O! let your roſy fingers take 
And keep it fate for Joe's ſuke: 


* 


* 


N, with 


Each oyſter then you'll ope with eaſe, | 


And every cuſtomer will pleaſe. 


ANSWER, with « Jack-Afs 
My Joey is to me fo kind, 


It makes me almoſt quite ſand- blind; 
Ard to help out your raw-rump'd team, 


I've hit upon a noble ſcheme : | 
To aid, as thro" the ſtreets you paſs, 
Vve ſent my fandman Joe an Ats; 
It coſt juſt half a crown of mine, 
SD now farewell my Valentine. 


Milliner, with'a Silver Bodkin, 


Mr, SMIRK the Haberdaſher, to Miſs SMART the 


Pre ſent you a bodkin my pretty Miſs Smart, 


In token 


ove's arrow has wounded my heart; 


This morning I ſaw you at work. iu the ſhop, 


It happen'd my head round on you I did 


ppi. 


Yoar face was ſo charming I though: you divine, 


So ſend you this token as wy Valcutine, 


ANSWER, with' « Ribbon, 


Sir, your preſent it came uith ſo graceful an air, 
That I've ſent you a Ribbon to tye up your hair; a 


VALENTINE WRITER, 27 


On Sunday, good Sir, if you chance to come out, 
Vou'll find me a going to church quite devout ; 
But it you are willing will alter my courſe, 

That we of thefe matters may farther diſcoutſe; 
For I'm ſure that my heart does to yours incline, 
So farewell at preſeut my ſweet Valentine. 


„ Mr, SKIP-KENNEL to Mrs. PATCH, with a 
| Breaſt-K not. 


This Knot I fend to grace your Breaſt, 

By it my love will be confeſt; 

Ah! would you with 4 ſmiling grace, 

But pin nie to that happy place, 

You every doubt would then remove, 
And make me bleſt as gods above; 

Complete each ardent wiſh of mine, 

My lady's maid, my Valentine, 


ANSWER, with a Powder-Puff, 


1 beg, good Sir, you'll nat take huff, 
Fot ſending you a Powder-Putf; 5 
But puiling ſeems to be your trade, 
I gueſs, by what you juſt have ſaid ; 
So puff the outſide of your ſcull, 
Indeed the inſide is but dull: 
Vour farther favors I decline, 
Aud ſo adieu my Valentine. 


Tos LADY, vich a Picture, 


Since love long ſince, devoid of art, 
To you las given my youthful hear: ; 
As you are now my Valentine, 

J ſend this portrait too of mine: 

That when you look you may diſcryzr - 
A faint reſemblance of your lover ; 
Whoſe living orm proteſts to you, 

J always will be kind and true. 


48 


Te a ybung Woman, with a Necklace, 


Tie NEW ENGLISH 
ANSWER, = 


* My Valentine is very pleaſant, - 
Abd Taccept with joy your preſent, 


o prove to you I do incline, * 
1 for your picture have ſent mine; 
My outward form perhaps you'll find, 


— 


Which don't expreſs my inward mind; 
For if it did, would plainly prove, 
That IJreturn you love fot love. | 


To a LADY, with an artificial RR | 
This emblem of the real Roſe, _ * 
Your artiſcial cheeks diſcloſe;  _. 

It has no ſcent, though bright its hue, _ 
"Tis paintett gay, and ſo ave you; | 
And tho? you are my Valentine, 
Yet I declare Plt not be thine. 


ANSWER, 
Sweet dir, it-pleaſes you to hint, 


* 
* 1 
— 


My roſes are like yours, a paint; 


And yet for all that you hive faid, 
You'll find my roſes will not fade? 
The leaves won't fall, or if they do, 


Their bluſhes I can ſoon renew: 


Mark this, my ſneering Valentine, 
For I deſpiſe both thee and thine. 


| > 
As thus it happens on this year, | 
That We're ty Valentind d wy dear; 

To ſhew my wonderful reſpect, 

This necklace to adorn your neck 

I ſens * accept it for my fake, - 

And only for the giver take : 

In time Thope my arms will twine, 
Round thy ſweet n&k; Tear Valentine. 


. 
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ANSWER. 


bits with much wit and grace, 
ou have ſent a Neck-lace;., 
The preſent is fit, 

Beyond all your wit; 

And I wiſh the next years 


| I again may a 


That you may {ll prove how much you are miyfe, 
By another fond token as my Valentine: 


The CARPENTER o 
To you my love this verſe 1 ſend, 


Ia hopes that you will be my friend ; 


Your wit is ſharper than my plane, 
Your eyes have ſaw'd my. heart in twain. 
I take no reſt by day or night, 


I'm Waſted to a Shaving quite; 
Dry as a Chip I ſoon ſhall be, i 
Unleſs N pity me. | Ii! 
I 3 As you to be mine, | 


His day of Valentive ; | 
lath and plaiſter ſtuck together, 
W e oy dety all forts of weather. 


To the CARPENTER, 


That you're a hearty ſtick of wood, 
1 dare be bound to ſay, 
And that you do as all men ſhould, 1 
You mind your work each day. 
With Mallet and with Chiſſe! o „ 
Wich Hammer and with Sau, 
Your labour chearfully purſue, 
And thence a living ar. | 
You Carpenters with cheeſe and lot 
As I have oft been told, 
Through all the week are dally fed, 
Which homely is cold. 


- 


be vw. ENGLISH 


But as you are my Valentine, 
| And I regard you well, 

* On ſomething better 1 muſt dine, 
Or elſe at onee, farewell, 


The BRICKLAYER to 


t Your heart's as hard as Brick, my dear, 
LY But mime's as foft as Mortar; ; | 
Without you I can't live I fear, 
Indeed another quarter. 
My Trowel carkleſs 1 throw by, 
Neglect my Line and Pointing; 
NM Building will 'be all awry, 
Vhile you I take delight in. 
Now cheatful birds begin to ſing, 
St. Valentine is coming, 
Like them let us noty tail the ſpring, 
And be no longer humming. 
Then 1 to work ſhall go again, 
Reſume my Line and Trowel ; 
And I will ire du to maintain, 
And nothing then can go ill. 


To the BRICK LAYER. 


Sweet Valentine I ſend/to you, 

My beſt reſpects, how d'ye do; 

IF if do you mind Be! uilding art, 

Complete in brick and mort _ 8 
80 on ond raife the nöbſe | 

Aud I your Valentine will * | 

To ch ink how high the houſe will be, 

And fancy that it is for me. 

For when that * and I am married, 

How charming thin s will be car; ++. 

Villead you ſuch a plezfant life, | 

That all ſhall, im or ſuch a wife. 


VALENTINE WRITER, 
F Y 
| | The RLACKSMITH to 


Since I'm in love with you I find, 

My Bellows they have loſt their uind; 
Your heart is like my Anvil hard, 

And I can hammer no reward, 

You are ſo very proud and niet, 

That loving you is all my Vice; 

As hot as Fire ſometimes I glow, 
And then again as cold I grow. 
Your eyes are ſharp as any File, 
Which does my every ſenſe beguile Wo 
To ſmooth my hopes, ſay yow'll be mine, 
Upon this day of Valentine. 


To the BLACKSMITH, 


While at your Forge you daily toi}, 
Or uſe the Hammer or the File, 

Or at the well conſtructed” Vice, 
You form your Iron wond'rqus nige: 
Ah! think you are my Valentine, 
And kindly to my wiſh incline, 

My heart 18 not like Iron hard, 

But will return a juſt reward; - / 
And as the Bellows blow the fite, 
So let them bloꝶ up your deſire: 
And then the flame will equal mine, 
Who am your faithfu}- Valentine, 


The WHEELWRIGHT: to 


Within'my wheel of lite I find, 

Another ipoke to hurt my mind ; 

My heart which once was round and found, 

Has now received a deadly wound. 

Ah! would dame Fortune turn her wheel, 

That you might feel what I now feel; 
Then you would ſoon my axle prove, 
And we ſhould run = road of loye, - / 

| 2 


Now 


The NEW ENGLISH 
Now good St. Valentine invites, | | 
To join in Nature's ſweet delights ; | 3 


Let vs the happy call obey, 125 
And crown with joy the welcome day, _. 


To the WHEELWRIGHT. 


While you are making of a wheel, 
Ambition in my mind I feel; 

How charming would it be for you, 
Could you but make the carriage too. - 
Then Valentine you'd win my heart, 
mean a Coach mind, not a Cart, ) 
Where you and b might nicely ride, 

As gay as can be, fide by fide, 
If you can make this grand machine, 
Then let me by your wedded queen; 
All which I wich for will be mine, 
Till when adieu, my Valentine. 


The SHOE-MAKER to 


Ah! well-a-day, I've loft my Awl, 
Since firſt you dd my heart enthral , 
My knives are dull and will not mend, 
And all my work is tono end. 

My Balls of Wax are uſeleſs grown, 
My Briſtles weak are every one ; 

The bus'neſs of my Lap-ſlone's paſt, 
My Tacks are broke, and ſpoil'd ray laſt, 
Ah! would you be to Criſpin kind, | 
Again things would. be well yau'd find g 
M Pegging Awl again would fhine, 

17 you love me ſweet Valentine. 


To the SHOE-MAKER. 


Friend Criſpin while you uſe your Awl, 
And labour to the Laſt ; bf . 
Permit your Valentine to call _ 
Wich thanks for favors paſt. 


Nice 
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Nice to a hair you make each Shoe, 
They ſu me quite compleat ; | 

But what I bluſþ 19 tell is true, 

My heart you fit and feet. 

Than take your Kit and come to me, 
And let us chearful join; 

There's neꝰ er a two hall merrier be, 


Upon St. Valentine. 


The TAYLOR ww 


Iam a Tay or trade, 
And on wy pretty maid; 
- You fuit my wiſhes to a Thread, 
Without you I ſhould ſoon be dead. 
Tho? I've no fortune great to boaſt, 
You'll always have a Gooſe to roaſt ; 
My Yardis true, its meaſure juſt, 
Aud all my ſtitching you may truſt. 
This day you are my Valentine, 
Then pray my love to me incline ; 
The ſeams of love contrive to ſew, 
And all the ſweets of Hymen know. 
Some ſay nine taylors make a man; 
But I deny the vulgar plan, 

Try me my gentle Valentine, | 
You'll find my one as good asnine,  , 


Te the TAYLOR. 


While youths ſtitching art purſue, . 

I thipk there's none — — vou; 

—— {till 2 move — quick, 
1s ou our fingers pr 

A 8 ſo much — 74 

I long ſhould make me up a ſuit; 

Your meaſure bring and meaſure me, 

Jince you my Valentine muſt be. 


D 3 5 To. 
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To pleaſe you will be my deſire, 
Fit roaſt your Gooſe nice at the FRY 3 
How cheerfully each hour will roll, 
When working at the buttonchole. | 


"The BUTCHER to 


As white as any Breaſt Vat, - 
Are all the charms e, don't * 
Won la Sweetbread happy I,. 
de 
| en fir wt "Ex 
My heart T5) Kuck 1561 N ; 
Think on the 2 * wheel I feel, 
And be not hard as Is my ſteel. or 
]'il dreſs you up as nice as Lamb, _. .. 
Believe I am not vs'd to ſham ; 3 
4 know the niceſt 1 chuſe, 
Which you T hope will not refuſe: 
Then as St Vitentine err 
And you are choſen mine, my "oY r 
5 he 1weets of. Nec not decline ; ; 
Bur be my charming Valentine, 


To the BUTCHER... 


go nice you dreſs You? Lamb and Year; 
My pafſhon I cannot conceal ; __ 
But plainly muſt declare to you 
I with that you would dreſs 178 too. * 
When at take your 

our knife 2 each haud ; yy 
J liſten to your pleaſing cry, 
Which ſoupds fo thrill; d * buy, = bux: 
Now February ſhews his 
And genial Spring comes on ;#þles; ; 
Like birds, ah! prithee let us join, | 
Vpen the day of Valentine. 


7 
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The BAKER to 


My heart juſt like my Oven glows, 
Aud loſt alas ! is my repoſe 
You never pity me, tho! ſick, 
And are as eruſty as à Brick. 
Whene'er Pm kneading of my Dough, 
1:'s whiteneſs © compare to you; 
The fineſt Flour that cr was ground, 
So fine as you was never found. 
Ah! be to me a loaf of bread, 
The ſlaff of life, or I am dead; 
To my fond wiſhes now incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. 


Tue BRA ZIER eo 


Kettles and Saurepans fare ye well, 

Which uſed to ſound juſt like a Bell; 

My heart, alas! do all I can, 

Is hot as an Warm . 6 ® et; T7 
Tho? Braſs and GEE + 2h. epar'd, 
May ſeem to ſome extremely hard; 

Yet harder fa your heart does prove, 

For meto bend unto my love. 

Ah! be not of Bell- metal kind, 

A compoſuion' hard we find; | 
But melt your wiſhes into mine, . 
My tender hearted Valentine. - | 


To the BRAZIER. 


To you my bearty man of mettle, 
Expert in making Pot or Kettle; 

T ſend upon 8:. Valentine, 

To let you know that you are mine. 
Your face like Copper is ſo bright, 
Whene'er Took it gives delight; 
Abl come and burwſh this of mine, 


36 


And ſkill and beauty have — 3 
e 


The NEW ENGLISH 


As you are now my Valentine. 
The ſpriug again ſalutes the year, 


The birds fing ſweetly to the car; 


Let us with them in concert join, 
Upon the day of Valentine. 


The CABINET-MAKER to 
Though many a Cabinet I've made, 


Yet none I've made, or e'erdid fee, 


Was eier ſo handſome half as thee. 


You are a Cheſtof Drawers complete, 
And ornamented nice and neat; 
The outſide is the ſmalleſt part, 
The riehneſs is within, your heart. 
Ah! take mine in with it, beſide, 
To lie by it is all its pride, 

Oh! fondly fondly let them join, 

&s you are now my Valentine, 


To the CABINET-MAKER, 


In making Cabinets I find, | 
You are the man to plcaſe my mind: 
Then prithee come ſweet Valeatine, 
And view a Cabinet of mine. 

I doubt not it will pleafaut prove, 
Tis call'd the cabinet of love; 

And if you will contented be, 
You may of ke ſtill keep the key. 
But joking now to ſet apart, 

I own that you have won my heart ; 
If you'll be mine, I'll be thine, ' 
Upon the good St, Valentine. 


The PRINTER to 


You ace the faireſt print my dear, 
Fat erer eyes did bleſs ; 
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A better type I de declare, 
Did never go to preſs, 

Oh! let me take thee in the fheets, 
And ſold thee to my mind; 

You'd make a pretty book complete, 
Which I with love would bind, 

The Page of love then I would read, 
A lecture ſweet and fine; 

Id ſpell you all with truth indeed, 
My pretty Valentine. 


To the PRINTER, 
$5 very neat your book you print, 


It ſeems as if had magic in't ; 

Vet every line I muſt approve, 
Becauſe it ſpeaks ſo well of love. 

On this good day of Valentine, 

I've choſen you for to be mine; 
Arrange then ſoon your Types to prove, 
How much you are with me in love. 
S:- Valentine bids all be gay, 

The birds to fing, the lambkins play; 
Let us the fame good humour prove, 
And ſing like them the ſong of love. 


The WEAVER to 
Adieu my Shuttle and my Loom, 


My bus'neſs now is o' er; 5 
Love warps my heart, takes all the room, 
And Ican weave no more. 
Your hair is fine as filk my dear, 
Your cheeks are like Brocade, 
Like Silver Tiflue you are fair, 
But none ſo rich was made. 
Ah! take my bobbins in your hand, 
And to my reed incline ; 
Then all my web you may command, 
My charming Valentine, 
. To 


_— — | be. 
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To the WEAVER. 


While at your. loom you work fo neat, 
Aud are in weaving ſo compleat; 

So caſy with the ſhuttle play, 

That you hare ſtole my heart away. 
For me alas! I. find y dure wove, 

Of filken threads the web of love. 
Ah! come then m your Valentine, 
OI tor you mult ever pine. 

Conſider when a maiden woos, 

It will be cruel to refuſe ; 

Then let me no more ſigh and whige, 
But come to me my Valentine. 


To a LADY, with a Pair of Gartest. 


"Theſe filken garters which J ſend, 
[ hope will grateful prove, 
And as I think Tow are my friend, 
You ſoop will be my yo. 
And when you bind them o'er your knee, 
Same tender thoughts will flow tar me. 


With a Pair. of Gloves. 


Theſe gloves which I on you beſtow, 

Encircled once a-milk-white doe; 

Who wanton uſed to triſk and play, 

And paſs the joy ful hours away ; 
In innocence ; you are the doc, 

And joy on every heart beſtow; 

But ah! thy ſkin is whiter far, 

Than any doe I mull declare, , T. 


From a LADY to a GENTLEMAN, with a 


Picture. - 


Tf this machine ſhould grateful prove, 
-  Youl every moment watch in love; 


Each 


VALENTINE WRITER. 29 


Each hour will ſhew how much you're mine, 
Who am your faithful Valentine. 


To a GENTLEMAN, with a Picture. 


You're often prais'd my ſhape and air, 
My eyes, my lips, my ſhape, my air, 
The painter now all theſo hath ſhewn, * 
Pray tell me are they like my own ; 

Or has the artiſt try'd his art, 

Like you to cheat a yourhfnl heart; 
Ah! .do not in deception join, 

Be true, and be my Valentine, 


THOMAS the Colachman, to DOLLY the 
Dairy-Maid. 


Deareſt Dolly, 
Plump and jolly, 
Lock upon my ſturdy back; 
On Valentine, 
You'll then be mine, 5 


— 


And let your Coachman have a ſmack, 


DOLLY to TOM. 


Good Tom, no more, \ 
Pre ſaid before, 
lam not pet for wiving ; 
1 But when I be, 
I promiſe these, 
Thar you ſhall have the driving. 


To a LADY, with « Landſcape in a finall 
Compaſs, 


The artleſs ſhepherd and the maid, 
Are ſeated here beneath the ſhade ; 
The little lambkins friſk and bound, 
And doves upon the beughs are found ; 


ich 


The 


-\ 
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The chearful birds begin to ſing, 


And all ſalutes the infant ſpring : 
Then come with me the concert join, 


And blcſs your faithful Valentine, 


ANSWER, 7 


Since fimple truth and innocence, 


' Are ſtill my guard and my defence; 


Young Colin I will hail the day, 
And join with ycu in ſport and play, 
And in the vocal concert join, 


To be your faithful Valentine. 


To 


1 muſt tell you my mind, 


a LADY, with a Pin-cuſhion in che Shapt 


of 2 Heart. 


J have ſent in good part, 
To you now a heart, | 
That you there your pins may ſtick in * 
For ah! I declare, 
I vow and I ſwear, 


In mine you've {tuck many a pin. 


On this bappy day, 
My love tb diſ pla, 
And fix you it poſſible mine. 
I've try d my beſt wit, 
Your fancy to hit, 
And choſe you for my Valentine. 


R. 
Dear Sir, you're ſo kind, Rſs 
And I hope that you will not repine; 
T have choſen — | : of 
So *tis certainly ſure, 
You cannot be my Valentine. 


Pd 


* 


Ape 
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To a LADY, with a Pair of Gloves. 
To guard tert from eold or heat, 
I've ſent & puh of mittens neat; ; 
As white, ad foft as that dear ſkin, 

Which with our fingers you put in 

And could but my with command, 

4 like a glove upon your hand, ; | 
Would ftick as cloſe, and call you mine, 
As you are now my Valentine. 


ANSWER. 


Your gloves I own apretty preſent, 
But ſure your meaning's ſomething pleaſant ; 
To ſtick as cloſe as gioves to me, 
Lord, whar a ſtrange thing that would be ; 
I never can believe it true, | 
But men ſay ſirange things when they woo ; 
And ſo to help out your deſign, 
I thank you for my Valentine, 


To'a LADY, with a Watch. 


Madam, I hope you'll think it not a crime, 
To ſend a regulater of your time; 

By this you may your every action guide, 
See how they loiter, or how faſt they glide ; 
Improve each moment and adjuſt check plan, 
And fix the time to bleſs the happy man ; 
And that my humble ſuit you may'nt decline, 
Find who at preſent is your Valentine. 


ANSWER, 


The moral preſent fir, I take, * : 
And keep it fafely for your ſake ; | 

And heedful will each moment view, : 
At every one will think of you ; 


3 | Aud 


P 
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Mr, BUTT the Publican, to Widow SUCK-BOTTLE, 


To the church, Sir, I'll go, 
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Aud that your hopes may not decline, 
Accept you for my Valentine. 


To a LADY, with a Ring; 


Now all the ſongſters of the grove, 
Warble their tender notes of love, 

To hail the coming. of the ſpring, 
Which makes me ſend to you this ring; 
In hopes it will your heart incline, 

To take me for your Valentine, 

And haſte to where yon ſteeple ſtands, 
To join at once our hearts and hands. 


ANSWER, 


And will not ſay no, | 
It your meaning's as honeſt as mine ; 

Then come when you will, 

Your with to fulfil, * 


I'm ready, ſweet Valentine. 


Dear Suck-bottle be pleaſed to take 
This little preſent which I make; 
*Tis but a quart of you know what, 
Such always 1s not to be got; 

A drop of this will eaſe your head, 
And keep your noſe and pimples red; 
It beats the juices of the vine, 

And's fit for you my Valentins. 


ANSWER, 


Good Mr. Butt, 
WW our ſwelling gut; 
Declares your judgment fine ; 
I found it good, 


And 


* BP 
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And vnderſtood, 
I am your Valentine. 2 
I wifh the ſaint would every day appear, 
One bottle is too ee for a year, 


An Old Batchelor to an Old Maid, 


Pray Miſtreſs Stiff, 
Do not take miff, 
At whit by ſome is ſaid, 
Each girl and flirt, 
So ſine 0 pert, 
Declare you an old maid. 
Old Batchelor, the ſaucy crew, 
At forty-eight will call me too, 
At that I ſhan't repine,,, . 
If you good Toothleſs will agrees 
In love to join with me, 


And be my Valentine. 


ANSW ER, 
You ſaucy ſot, go mind your pot, 


And drink your ale or wine, 
You are too old, likewiſe too cold, 
Ts be my Valentine, | 
For tho? I'm a maiden of near fiſty · nine, 


43 


Vet a young man alone ſhall be my Valentine, 


DICK the Groom, to DOLL the Dairy- MS: 


Dear Doll, you are ſo charming grown, 


I long to make you all my own ;. 
Your face is like a red brick wall, 

Your perſon like a may-pole tall, 
And then your teeth ſtand in and out, 

As if they * the Hays about; 


"' * 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe charms together all combine, 
To call you now my Valentine, 


- ANSWER, 


You ſaucy lout, how dare you flout, 
Your horſes litter down ; 

For know of Doll, ſhe ne'er. at all, 
Wi join with ſuch à clown. 

To milk my cos is my delight, 

And when I'te done my work at night; 

With Mr, Butler Fl drink wine, 

And he ſhall be my Valentine. 


The Coach-Man to the Nurſery-Maid. | 


So fond of children you are grown, 
I wiſh you had ſome of your own, 
» I think my dear, if you'll conſent, 
That I in that could give content; 
How charming it would be to ſeg, 
A little baby, juſt like thee ;. 
1 Sayif e this plan of mine, 
As you're to-day my Valentine. 


ANSWER. 


Pray Mr. Smack drive on, gee-hoy 
With me your. courtſhip will not dc 
Your face 1s ugly, but your mind 
ten times uglier, I find ] | | 
Im a girl that's very nite, ** 
And won't be bought at your price z 
Your Valentine I will not be, 
So prithee think no more of me. 


To a TALLOW-CHANDLER, 


So greaſy and bright 
By your on candle · light ; 
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That my heart waſtes away, | ' 
And pines all the day: 

And never till night, 

Enjoys ma be ; 
Then a cuſh-light I burn what was formerly thine, 
To tell you that you are my Valentine, 


To a Butcher's Daughter. 


As fine as any breaſt of veal, 

Are all the charms you don't conceal, 
And you appear it is no ſham, 

To pr tus — lamb ; 

Yet whep I ſaw thoſe eyes of yours, 

I found. my heart ſtuck full of tkewers ; 
Then cried ye gods, but make her mine, 
Since ſhe is now my Valentine, 


To a Glazier's Daughter. 
Your „like crown glafs, 
All — ſurpaſa, N 
Your ſhape 18 _—_— fine, 
But your windows I'll * 
If you will not now take 
e for yout Valentine, 


To a CARPENTER. 


To Mr. Chip, who is they fay, 
My Valentine upon this Ys 
] fend this verſe, tis no diſgrace, 
Although you've got a hatchet face, 
And as it does ſome people pleaſe, 
They ſay you live on bread and cheeſe : 
Such ſtuff indeed I can't define, 
ao chuſe you for my Valentine , 


To thoſe whom it will ſuit. 
You are ugly and old, 
a * And 


$* 
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And a terrible ſcold 

Hopper-ars'd ahd blear· ey d, 

Aud all on one fide, . 

Not a tooth in your head, 

So you mumble your bread: _ 21 N 
From ſuch a ſweet figme, ſo bright aud ſineg 
I now have made choice of a Valentine. 


To a BLACKSMITH. 


You are the man that I deſire, 
Becauſe fo well you ſtand the fire ; 
You blow the bellows too with caſe, 
Of iron make juſt hat you pleaſe; 
Some tolks indeed who're over nice, 
Declare that you have got a vice; 
But that's no buſineſCof mine, 
For you ſhall be my Valentine. 


ö Fo „ TAYLOR, 


To Mr. Snip my mind Ell tell, 

Tho” he ſends many a thing to hell; 
And is, 'tis ſaid, in ſome ſtrange play, 
Only the ninth part of a man. 

Of cabbage too they give a looſe, 

And make a work about his gooſe : 

But ſure their wit is nat ſo flue, 

But you may be my Valentine. 


Mr. SHAVE-WELL to Mrs, LATHER the Laundre%\ 


> with a Pound of Soap. 4 
To ſee how you ſcrub, 
And lather your tub, 
Kiclines me to think you'worth winning, 
That my paſſion may hope, | 


I have ſent you ſome ſoap, 
To help you in wafhing your linen, 
I'm a Barber'indegd, | 


* 
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Can dreſs, ſhave, and bleed, 

And make an old wig look quite fine, 
80 if you have eyes, | 
You will not deſpiſe, 

Such a one for your Valentine, 


Anſwer, with a Pewter Baſon. 


Mr. Shave-well your ſoap, 
I don't value a rope, 

Yet take, it indeed, very kind. 
So a baſon of pewter, 
I've ſent, thut in future, | 

Your bells you may ſhake to your mind. — R 
Then mind what I ſay, * | 
And remember the day, 

On which I have ſet you down mine, 
For if you're igclin'd, . 

I'm now in the mind, 
To marry with my Valentine. 


DICK FLOUNDER the Fiſh-menger, to SALLY 
| PIDGEON, the Poulterer's Daughter, 
With a Soal. 


This is the day of Valentine, 
And Sally, I have choſe you mine, 
For you I love upon the whole, 
refs And ſo in earneſt ſend my ſoal ; 
1 Which if you dreſs it by and by, 
Think how this heart of mine muſt fry. 


Anſwer, with,a Gooſe. | 


Near Sir, your ſoal has pleas'd my mind, 
So in return have ſent, you'll find, 

A gooſe, a very ſav'ry fowl, 

Which. {urgly muſt outweigh your ſoal, 
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Its quills will make you many a pen, 
That you may write to me again. 

The Poulterer's then is thine, 
Whene'er'you pleaſe, ſweet Valentine. 


STREPHON to CHLOE, with a Wreath of 
Flowers. | 


This flow'ry wreath to you I ſend, 
uy faithful Valentine,and friend, 
The bluſhing roſe, the lily's grace, 
Are plainly blended in your face; 
But all their ſweets together join'd, 
Can't paint the beauties of your mind; , 
Further the graces always dwell, 

In virtue, goodneſs to excel. 


Anſwer, with a True Love's Knot, 


Since Strephon, I'm your Valentine, 
A prefent now I ſend of mine, . 
A true-love's knot, well wrote about, of 
It you can make the meaning out; 
S Twill prove that I am only thine, 
| And chuſe no other Valentine, 


Maſter TOMMY to Miſs PEGGY, 
With a Roſe, 


To you, fair Valentine, this roſe 

1 fend my paſſion to diſcloſe ; 
Which bluſhing youth and modeſty, 
In vain perſuades me not to try ; 
For fear my ſuit you ſhould decline, 
Which is, to be my Valentine, 


Anfwcr, with a Book. 


Sweet youth, I own you're very kind, 
And ſend this to improve your mind; 


Far 
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* 
For me you are as yet too young, 
Tho' flattery dwells upon your tongue; 
Read then in this, and you will riſe, 
A man both virtuous, good and wile : 
And ſome time hence I ſhan't decline, 
To be your faithful Valentine, 


To JACK the Sailor. 


What tho' you ſail from pole to pole, 
You {till poſſeſs alone my ſoul ; 

When ſeas run high and tempeſts riſe, 
And lightening darts along the ſkies, 
Dear fee my every wiſh is thine, 
And thou ſhalt be my Valentine. 


JACK to SUE. 


Dear Sue, I'II all our eanvas ſpread, 
And ſoon as e'er I reach Spithead ; 

I to thy arms will fly on ſhore, 
And ſhew you all my well-earn'd tore ; 
For which Pre croſt the burning line, 
To be my Suſan's Valentine, 


Soldier. TOM to his MOLLY. 


The drum beats loud and I muſt go, 

To fight the proud and daring foe, 

Yet Molly 1 am pleaſed to find, 

That youll be conſtant and be kind; 
And e'er my march I dopurſue, 

Have gain'd a pledge of love from you ; 
Which when I view ſhall be a fign, 
That you're my only Valentine. 


My breaſt, dear Tom, beats loud alarms, 
Whene'er the trumpet. ſounds to arms; 


Alas! 
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Alas! I fear ſome-cruel ball, 

Will cauſe my Thomas then to fall ; 

Should death prevail, this breaſt of mine, 
Shalk own no other Valentine. 5 


To the SMALL-BEER BREWER 


Thou ſpoiler of water, thou waſher of grains, 
Thy head, like thy veſſel, quite empty of brains, 
So poor is your Fquor my guts it will rot, 

It I am fo fooliſh to drink t'other pot, 
Brew if ſtronger, or I ſhall your offers decline, 
Tho! it happens at preſent you're my Valentine, 


ANSWER, 


I did not know my charming fair, 
Was ſuch a lover of ſtrong beer, 

And moch I fear by what you've ſaid, 
You often will go drunk to bed ; 

I hate indeed a Female ſot, 

Who leaves her kitchen for a pot ; 

Sv madam I my fuit decline, 

Tho? you're by chance my Valentine, 


The BRICK-DUST MAN to the SCULLION, 


Yovr braſſes to rub, 
My pretty ſweet ſcrub, 

I have ſent you a bag of duſt fine, 
Rub likewiſe your face, 

And then with a grace, 

I will ewn you for my Valentine, 
Your hands are grim'd o'er, 
As black as the Ke «>, | 

Then ſeour them with this duſt of mine, 
*Twill give ſuch a glow, 

All people will know, 
hat you are now my Valentine. 


* 


Ass my rule and my trowel you ſeem to admire, 


And ſubſcribe my ſelt lovingly your Valentine, 
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_ANSVER, 
No more ef your duſt, 
To ſcrub off my ruſt ; 
I'll ne'er be companion of thine, 


I'm a ſcullion 4 know, 
Yet I've white ſkin tio ſhew, - 
But never to you, Valentine. 


To a BRICKLAVER. 


Vou're a bold hearty blade, 

And your bricks have well laid. 
And your mottar have manag'd quite fine, 

By your trowel and rule, | Ae, 

I think you're no fool, F 


So chuſe you for my Valentine, 


ANSWER. 


They are ready at all times to pleaſe your deſire 
I can point up your houſe and can plaiſter the wall, 
And raile up a tack if the chinfney ſhould fall, 


To ſuit you at any rate I will incline, 


PAT the Chairman to NELLY. .. | 


Arrah, my dear, you're ſo wor@'rous clever, 

I wih you could walk in my chair now for ever, 
Up and down with my poles I would ſwag you about, 
You'd think that your ſenſes were all tumbling out, 
Bo I beg for your life you'd conſent to be mine, 

As you are at preſeut my dear: Valentine. 


© ANSWER. © 


8 I find, friend Pat, what you'd be at, 
I ſee your whole detign, 
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Walk in a chair, ah, hoo! my dear, 
Vou are my Valentine. 


SHUTTLE the Weaver, to his Silk - Winder. 


8 
As you can wind the filk ſo nice, 
'To ſuit a web of any price ; 
Whether a Sattin or Brocade, 
Either for lady or her maid ; 
A haud fo neat, and fingers ſmall, 
And then your ſhape fo thin and tall; 
My bobbins do to you incline, 
Becauſe you are my Valentine. 


ANSWER. 


You are very ſubtle, 
With bobbin and ſhuttle, 
And work your piece quite fine, 
The filk I can twiſt, | 
Whenever I liſt, | 
So farewell Valentine, 


To Miſs FIG the Grocer's Daughter. 


With reaſons quite big, | 
I addreſs you, Miſs Fig, 
Like fugar you ſweet are and fine, 
As the beſt Hyſon tea, 
You are pleaſant to me, 
Becauſe you are my Valentine. 


ANSWER. 


Your honey'd words, ſuch joy affords, 
Unto this heart of mine, 

That I'm inclin'd, to pleaſe your mind, 
And be your Valentine. 

. Au 


Au 


Fc; 
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An Undertaker, to s Lady: 
My charming fair, I love you well. 
And words bar faint my paſſion tell, 
For when you die, all for your ſake, 
I will the niceſt coffin make, 


With ſuch a ſhroud, ſo white and fine, - 

As none ſhall beat my Valentine. 
NY 

'Tis pretty, fir, what you have fai 

To bury me before I'm. dead ; 8 2 > 1 

But yet I hope to live awhile, | i! 

That I may at your folly ſmile ; | 


Make for thyſelf a coffin fine, IR _ 
And be the worm thy Valentine, | £4 1 


* RALPH the Miller, to PATTY, | 
Come come my Patty, to my mill, | | 


PI! grind your cern whene'er you will, 
My clapper has a charming ſound, ! .. -- -I 


- - e 
> me Ta SY 
_ — - 


And merrily the fails ge round ; | b 
The flour, will be white and fine, | ji 

As yon are now my Valentine. N ; i 
; £ K ' 8 ] 

ANSWER, 8 8 ' f 


You are the miller to my mind. 
And you alone my Corn ſhall grindg ? 
As the wind blows the ſails with eaſe, - 


I' ſtrive — millers will to pleaſe; I | 
The meal all ground fo nice and fine, — - 
Shall pleaſe me and my Valentine. 

| DAMON to PHILLIS, © | 


Phillis, I to you incline, © 
Come and be my 1 an | 


\ 
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' Phillis, you are all divine, 
Come and be my Valentine. 
Phillis, little pig of mine, 
For muſs be my Valentine, 225 


| ANSWER, 


Shepherd, all our words are fine, 
Fit tor any. Valentine ; 


Shepherd, I am not divine, 

Tho' I am your Valentine. 

Shepherd, pray your ſuit decline, 

I'm too young for Valentine. 
Yet to pleaſe this heart of mine, 
Speak truth with love and'Valentine.. 


To a TRUNK-MAKER. 


You make ſuch. a noiſe,” 

t peace it deſtroys, 144 

That the bit "oF only as thine, 

Thy happy ones 2 2 

And give peace to ſhop. ; 
And I will be your le 


0 ANSWER; 
The noiſe that is made, | 


Is a ſervice to trade, 
Your ears then I prichee _ 
For if you don't like, 
My bus'neſs, pray ſtrike, | 
or you ſhall not be my Valente. 


To a LADY, with- 'A Roſe-bud. - 


This bud of beauty which I ſend, 
Another bud would recommend: 


This may your lovely boſom grace, 
The other fits a different Rue” 
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The ſeat where'genial re's foifti 
With tender e. 1 
Ah !- would you take ir in your hand, 
My throbbing foul you might com 
No raptures then could equal mine, 
My charming lovely v alentine. 


TO a LADY, with. an amofous Nackte. 


Diſdain not what i js here difplay'd, 

A loving youth, conſenting maid ; ” 
Perhaps you'll ſay, ſuch ſcenes abe, 
In ſeeret always better pleaſe; 

Perhaps the afſertion may be true, 

In ſecret let me come to you ; 

And in the darkeſt ſhades of night, 
Indulge me with ſuch dear delight; 1 
Like thoſe together we would wine, 
Upon the day of . eg 5 


\T6'a LADY, iih a „ Sinaltirly Bose 


This Akute, ſweet may be to thee, 
But thou art ſar more ſweet to me, 
When nature does with langour firivey 
This may your ſenſes toon revivez - 
And when I languilh. faint and die, 
Would you one ſiveetening charm apply, 
Each ary Eng then would ri 
And Ihould. gain a joyful-prize; 
For which I bourly 6gh and pine, 
Then raiſe me ſoon, feet Valentine, 


' We 


ce Toa cox "with. 2 Mi 5. 9 


In making ot nice Piet W butt; * . 
And all the other kitehen arts, ö 

Tis known that you are ſure to * 
ns. . * with « 8 


— 


The 


2 


Into your 


Jn amorous fo 
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Therefore I now haye ſent you one, 

That you may try your fkill upon; 

And if that this you ſhould approve, 

I have the rolling - pin of love, 2 

Which when you pleaſe, I will refign, 
ſweet Valentine, 


To a LADY, with a Nutmeg Gryter, 


Perhaps yow'll think this preſent queer, 
Yet it a meaning has, my dear, 

For as you deal in things ſo nice, 
This little thing may grate your ſpice; 
And quickly, it you but command, 
My nutmegs ſhall be in your hand; 

If nature's grater you'lt employ, _ 
"Twill give a.taſte which cannot cloy, 
Then to my waſhes now incline, 
Vpon this day of Valentine. | 


rea LADY, with a Lock, of Hair. 


Where this once grew which you behold, 
I gueſs you need not to be told. 
ſtrong its curl tho' ſhort it be, | 
Thas oft imbib'd new ſtrength from thee ; 
Then place it on that happy ſpot, 
Where like it oe ſo many got; 
ds it there may twine. 
hile you think on your Valentine, 
VAL. 


— 


You are _ and witty, and charming and fair, 


And left 1 ſhould fall a fad prey to deſpair, 
] intreat yon to join and expel all my pain, 
That I may be ha and joyous again; 


The ribbond Pve ſent as a token to you, | 
By its colour expreſſes that ſtill Lam true: 


— 


* 2 — — 2 


VALENTINE WRITER. «+ gz 
Then keep it and wear it, dear charmer of mine, 
And believe me whenever you pleaſe, IL am thine. 


* 1 1 ” 
. 
11 5 d 
* 2 Gs 3 . 9 


The gen'rous fire that warm3 the ſoul, does prove, 
And that alone, the pleaſing charms of love. 
What nobler flames the lofty minds inſpire, 
| How arethey-rais'd to more refin'd defire, 
In what divine embraces do they join, 
When holy hands their mutual coutracts fign ; 
+ S$vcb'bli{s I long to taſte,” if your love's true, 
Away, name the day, you've nothing ele to do. 


Fate decrees, it muſbbe fo, | | 
That you muſt my paſſion know. | 
Know that I am deepin love, 1 
And your kindneſs wiſh to prove 3 5 1 
TLet me not in vain implore, fl 
For tis you whom TI adore ;. : | | 
And with you would live and die, 1 
Think and ſend a kind reply. | 
ANSWER. 9 . 


Flov'd thee when a boy dreſt in thy infant charms, 
And unblam'd claſp'd thee in my tender arms, 
F love thee ſtill and do thy ſuit approve, 
And wiſh to enjoy the object of my love. 
long to have thee to myſelf alone, 
Nor fear thy cenſure now my love is known. 5 


N 
As T rambled about Yother dey all lone, | 
Thinking much of the I: « bone of my bone * 
Whether beſt to live ſingle, or beſt with a wife, 
LTaſſure you within me was terrible ſtrife 3 - 
F 3 — Thoughe 


„ 
| Thon 8 Af one is ſtupid alone ; 
Aud Fan ſure I have read Two is better than one, 


The NEW ENGLISH - 


80 1 fix'doha wife, that wife ſhall be you, 
If you pleaſe, and I will be conſtant and true. 


"ANSWER, - 
Yau ſay you'll marry, could I ſee the day, 
I know no bliſs beyond, for which to pray. 
e 


As to love L have ie'er been involv'd in chat ev, 


And therefore howe er you 


think it uncivil, 


| I tell you, if ever I marry, I'll rule 
If yon tale me at this, I pronounce you a fool, 


I tell you 1 like-not your whimſical letter, 


Behold, dear Kate, behold and pity me, 
And leavy me 3 ſea: 
The ſea of love, but ſtretch out thy fair hand, 
And I ſhall quickly teach the wiſh'd for land; 
Be thou 2 pilot, and my motion guide, 
Then 1 ſhall ſwim in ſpite of wind and tide. 

"Ro | 

ANSWER. 


I your mind's ſet on Kate, you muſt write her a bette 


- 


VAL. 


Who, who will gone me a ſecure retreat, 
Where I may ſafely ſhunlove's ſcorching heat? 
Whole piercing flames whene'er I call to mind, 
I fear Jean ne Be concealment find. 
Do Sylvia help me, e'er I am miſted, 
Let me ſind ſhelter in thy downy bed. 


| ANSWER, .J( 
Whea the loud thunder rolls along the fy, 


— 


VALENTINE WRITER, 


| Men to the laurel's ſhelter trembling Ay.; 
Fly where thou will, but take not ju thy head, 
To think I'll eier admit you to my bed. 


VAL. 


No ſea, nor land, nor cave, nor den, nor wood, 


Nor ſtars, nor heaven itſelf can do no good; 
Till on thy boſom I may lay my head, 
Secure at reſt, and free from future dread ; 
*Till thy Kind hand afide my terrors lays, 


ANSWER. - 


Here in the ſhades I read thy kind addreſs, 
And in theſe ſhades I will thy true love bleſs ; 


. 


' Stretch'd out, diſarm'd, a ſuppliant wretch to raiſe, + 


Come then from town, leave it to tumults free 


I hall enjoy af happineſs in thee, 


2 VAL, 5 


What low'ring ſtar rul'd my unhappy birth, 


And taniſh'd thence a'l days of eaſe ard mirth; 


Or why Maria, what could be the intent, 


That you upon this earth ſhould e'er be ſent ? 
Tf not to bleſs, to comfort and relieve, 
d to ſome mortal happineſs, to give. 


I hope alternate for thy love each day, 
And as they come, my hope is blown away, 
O think Maria, what is in your power, 


Vou could diſpel my cares every hour; 


And as the ſun _—_— the clouds of night, 
From darkneſs raiſe me to a happy light. 


ANSWER. 
"Tis true, ſtorms often make the ocean ſwell, 


* But the moſt violent are ſhorteſt ſtill; 


For f 
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For when with eager fury engage, 


They loſe themſelves in their exceſs of rage. 
"Tis true Pve prov'd to you rather ſevere, 
But comfort take, I love like you ſincere: 
And as the winter blaſls diſrobe the wood, 
Like ſummer aus III make the treſpaſs good, 


1 AE; 
My muke is in fighs and groans expreſt, 
Which thou my tair have caus'd within my breaſt, 
And it I with for fleep to cloſe my eyes, 
Still a treſlr ſhower that envy'd bliſs denies ; 
It ſeems decreed, that as my infant breath, 
Began with fighs, ſo I ſhould ſigh for death. 


ANSWER. 


Sooner the faithleſs winds and waves agree, 
And tender lambs to wolves Tor ſafety flee ; 
Than I dear Colin will prove falſe to you,, 
I'll always, like the dove, be juſt and true. 


Val. 


While Heaven and Earth ſolicit me to love, 
And evety ſenſe thy manly charms approve, 

Ovie cries obey, the next proclaims be free, 

One urges duty, tother liberty; 

Call'd off by one, by t'other call'd again, 

Toſt like a veſſel on the reſtleſs main 

What's to be done, dear Strephon bid them ceaſe, 
For in thy arms there muſt be laſting peace. 


ANSWER. 


Should Hymen once intruſt thee to my care, 
And give me full poſſeſſion of my dear; 

How great would be the pleaſure of my charge, 
How would I chen indulge myſelf at large, K 


VALENTINE WRITER, - 6 


Favour'd by Phœbus's all-chearing light, 

Feaſt on thy lovely face my longing light; 
Thy head ſhould on my lett arm gently reſt, 
While with my right.I claſp'd thee to my breaſt; 
And then, fo lightly I would ſteal a kiſs, 

It ſhould not interrupt thy ſleep dear miſs : 
Then take my thanks, that you my flame allow, 
Soon on thy cheeks my lips ſhall pay their vow. 


VAI. A 


"Tis true, *tis pleafant to be free to chuſe, 

And when we will accept, when not tefuſe. 
Freedom of choice endures reſtraint but ill, 
"Tis uſurpation on the unbounded will; 

The neigh ng ſteed thus loos'd from bit and rein, 
To his lov'd well known-paſture runs again, 

80 to thy arms with ag rneſs 1 fly, 

Reſolving there to reſt until 1 die. 


ANSWER. 


Thou'rt welcome, Strephon, I a welcome give, 
Thou'rt welcome there to die and there to live. 


VAL. 


How do we weary Heaven with different prayers, 
The medley ſure, ridiculous appears, 

This begs a wite, nor thinks a greater bliſs, 
And that's as earneſt to be rid of his ; | 
Pl run the hazard pray you be mine, 

My little pretty tav'rite Valentine. 


ANSWER. 


] approve of your love, becauſe you are clever, 
And I promiſe through lite I will do my endeavour; 
Tq gain your affection by true artleſs love, | 
That your old Valentine you may ever approve, 


VAL. 


262 


mg 
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VAL. 


Tis ſomewhat. odd, and very funny, 
That I, the morning being funny, 
Should Joſt onto the window pop 

As you was trundling of your mop! | 
- Amaz'd I ſtood, while Love took aim 
So well my heert has fince been lame 
"Indeed, my dear, I quite forget 

The boſiceſs that I came about! 


Thought J, if ſhe'd (that's you) be Bs, 


As now ſhe is my Valentine. 
Lord. lo d, how happy ſhould 1 AIR 
Down comes our clerk—pray, Sir, ſaid be, 
What ſtupid notions fill thy head? | 
You can't have long been out of bed: 


Vou have not lighted yet the fire. 


Zaunds! I am burit up with deſire! 
Said I, and thought I "bad ſaid enough 1 
And fo it prov'd—for with a cuff 

He bade me go my buſineſs mind, 
Andleft me to del. & behind. 

38 you have hta -d my wc eful cnſe, 
And all occaſioned by you faces | 


Alk chis you nay make up 9gain, . 
And eaſe me of my throbbing pain,, 


By only being of —my wife, 


| >. And faich Til love youll my life | 


Y 


ANSWER,- 


hat's fool you mull be, by the lines you have Wines, 
1s eaſily ſeen; but I think I am. ſmitten. | 


With your perſon or paſſion, is ſoolihh indeed | 

It your beart is wounded, why. e'en let it bleed 
Tul 'tis empty, for Sue ; ſhe's teſolyed not to ſhare, 
- Of e we your lake) of your ſorrow 170 


| VAL. 


No luder made more ſport, 8 
Loft POE Maze at 9 n 11 


- 
"4 9 
= 


SS AWC H HW DOSY 
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* 


VALENTINE WRITER: 


Than I have caus'd I'm grown ſo grave 
My ſpirits flown—myſclf a flave! 25 
A ſlave to beauty's pow'r ful charms, 
My breait's a tomult of alarms! 
Indeed? you'll- ſay, © how came it, ſo? 
Methinks the cauſe I fain would know: 


The maid I wiſh to love me true | 1 
Is, all I wiſh ſhe ſhould be your 

7 +. ©. ANSWER, - | __ | 
Why ſhould I add unto thy miſery, 


When all my thoughts have long been fix'don thee 3 . 
Now pleas d to find, they were not- fix d in van | 
I feel a happineſs through your pain! of 
And as I find your paſſion really true, 
I will impart thathapp ineſs to you. 


VAI. 


As I happened along the gay meadows to paſs, 

My dear lovely Fanny I ſaw on the graſs; , 

You let me paſs on not ſo much as a look, | 

My heart felt the flight, and 11%uk'd at the brook ; 
I've a great mind, ſaid I, at once to leap in, 

Did Fanny but know, was ſhe caus'd the fin ; 

But, on ſecond reflect; on, it ſeem'd much better, 

You ſhou?# Hrſt ko Tlov'd, by word or b, leiter! 

This rid the day, it is ſaid, birds do pair, | 

Me thought it a ſuirable ſeaſon, my ar; 

Give your hand with your heart, and a ſmiling kind look, 

And I'll promiſe to think more of you than the brook. 


ANSWER. x 
| You like falſe centric s. i'll your charg» perform, = 
And favour the ſurprize, that ſhou'd th» camp alarm i 

Them boaſt your conquelt, flight de girl betray'd 3 | 
Man, ſure, for greater purpoſe was made. 
How hard my ate, if | ſhou'd ford!y believe | 
The only man wiſynotto-deccive 5 | 


1 
* 1 » 1 : 43 
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Tis in your power, if honeſt is your love, 
To make it fo, that 1 may it approve. 


VAL, RY 
I love you by—what ?—for tis ſaid by the bye, 


If a lover, he (wears, he will certainly lie. 
_ Tlove you, indeed, on my honour,'tis true; 


It you doubt me by take me, and try what I'll do- 


| | ANSWER. | 
Your Val. I've receiv'd, and in anſwer dò ſay, 
I approve the contents and will fix on a day. 


VAL. 


Hail, dear charming blooming fair, 
Hence forth thou ſhalt be my care; 
Henceforth with theſe honeſt arms 
I'll prote the from all harms ; 
Then of me don't be afraid 

Come and dwell with me, dear mad. 


| ANSWER, 2 8 
Vain are the hopes the firmeſt leagues produce, 
That tyrant keeps no faith, regards no truce ; 
He does not to the peace he makes, incline, 
To take advantage is his whole deſign; 
Thus ſooner ice or ſnow ſhall join with flame, 
Than I with you—l know you and your aim. 


VAL, 


Was there ever an urchin like Copid ſo ſly ? 

Well armed and mouuted aloft in the ſky ;. 

He wounds, and we love, and then off he does fly 
That | have wounded, alas, is too true, 40 

And that I can only be healed by you; 

Is likewiſe a fact. Ah! what ſhall I do? 

I'M rely on thy pity, dear charmer of mine. | 
Sue you'll not break the heartof thy poor wax ! 


Like them my 


"Ip 


VALENTINE WEITER. 6; 


VAL, 


One morning as I was ini my ſtudy deep, 
It was in the night ſo fait aſleep, e 
It came ſo freſh iuti my mind 
To chuſe you for my Valentine. 
I choſe —— — beſt reſt, 
in prove p- 

yt {ate which is free, 
Which I preſerve and keep for thee, 
If yours be tree and is not gone, 
Let our two. hearts join i in one, 

oin hand, Join heart, join love for ever, 

ours may range, but mine (hall never; 
One morning I Walk d tte littics to view, 
I ſpied the birds in couples flew, 
One flew out. from all the reſt, 
I thought of him T loyed belt « 
If you'll be mine, 'Pll — thine, 
And o good morrou V. ntine. 


VAL, 


Again the happ day feturns, 
All nature's bo fo an ay} 


Wich love each — om burns, 
Each voice allures the 


Then come my fait and join the throng, 
And join thy hand with mine, 
Wich mirth and love inſpiring ſong, 


Be thou e 


VAL. 


e 6 © 


The Aker: race rr meet, 


And all is harmony eomplete, 
The tuneful blackbi ird 2 the thruth,” 
Make vocal Lang 4 and buſh : 
it in love let's join, 
Aud be my faithful Valentine 


VAL» 


0 
| 
1 


cw 


To prove you are my Valepizue, 
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VAL, 


The-roſe is lovely to the view, 

The lilly white, the violet blue, 

Each flower to the ſmell as ſweet, 
But thou art more than are complete 
Thy charms appear to me diviney. - | 
And thou I chuſe my Valentine. 1 


Now February comes again, 
And ſpring leads on the genial train ; 
The tegther'd. pairs delight the grove, 
And all is harmony and love. 18 
Come then my fair, let's haſte away, 

'To celebrate the Happy day. WES at 


Like them in mutual concert join, 
And hail tbe day of Valentine. 


Among the laſſes on the green, 

There's none like you ſo fair is ſeen, 
None ſo ſweet, and none fo fine, 
Nor fit to be my Valentine. 

Then come my fair, let's haſte away, 
And join in love this happ { {au 
Nature approves the ſof: 1. | 
Then come and be my Valentine. 


_ 


To you theſe loviag lines are penn'd, 
Your charms and beauty to commend, _, 
Your face is fair, your eyes are bright, 
And anly you can me delights, 
Then in return pray ſerd u Hine, 


: 


#. 11: (WIL: 1 4 


VAL, 


AL 


Good humour 


VALENTINE WRITER, 


VAL. 
Becauſe young man, Tre ſtout and tall, 
r 


It pleaſes naw this heart of mine, 
To chuſe. you for my Valentine, 


VAL. 


% 


Vou are young I corfeſs, but an ill- looking lout, 
About Polly and nonſenſe you keep up a rout ; 


I am ſorry it is the misfortune of mine, 


To have ſuch a hooby for my Valentine. 


VAL. 


To you my heart has long inclin'd, 
Yer bafhtul &.1} co tell my mind; 

But now the ſcaſon does invite, 

Aud fills all nature with delight; 
Therefore my heart does now incline, 
To own you for my Valentine 


% 
. 
29514 3! 7 VAL": Y 
22 * * 
F 


My dear I hope you'll this recciv 

And what 2 relate, believe * 

J love you more than mi;er's gold ; 
Jau are all lovely to behold, _ ' 
Which makes my heart to you incline, 
And chuſe you, for my Valentine. 


VAL. 


My faire love ptay grant to me 
Aer 
Thou art my Valentine, tis true, 
Then let's ed without more ado. 


G 2 


VAL. 


— 


rue xzwWENOIISsR 


VX. 


The mar whom I would wiſh to have, 
Mutt be both virtuous, kind and brave, 
Him that I fend this paper to, 


Shall be wy Valentine moſt rue. 0 


My Celia ie my life, 
Without her I'll not live, 


The faireft of her ſex the is, 
To win her I will ftrive, © 


VAL. 


Wich beauty the is bleſt, 

And wit likewiſe in ſtore, 
If the is not my Valentine, 
Then I will be no more. 


\ 


Sweeteſt n ahat trips the green, 
Brighteſt — ever ben . 


If ſñon you'd approve, | 
Gratetal Twonld be to love; 
Ever loving, fond of thee, _ 


Coole n thou, would'f thou fancy me 


Truſt then to your fighing ſwain, 


And in pity caſe my pain. 


1 


By heavens I love you, I don carb who knows it, 


I cannot diſguiſe it, each act of mine ſhews it, 
Be as kind my dear Nan, and let the world fee, 


That you don't earewho-knows how fond you're of 1 


VA 


VA 


Get what comfort you can, I aſſure yo bang 
my bed.” 


* —_ *twilt to we be ci ple 


We kin 7 oe white — ** 
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: f _ "1f 
* 5 44 
1 o 


va. 


If love's a crime, then I'm arogue, ; 
For all the pation” s much in vogue; 
Cupid's in fault, twas he that ſet, 

Me thinking about thee my Bet, 

Then — him by eaſing me, 
Twill blunt the, ual malt he'll ſee; 
Perhaps hel promiſe ne'er again, 
To give us hone n * 


310 


| ANSWER.” 


For your ten | I'm forry but don? t de eiitag'd, 
When I tell you in cai neſt I've been long _ $0» 


* 


It is Dick, — * 1 ſhall ſhare 


412 


val. 


Tie Valentine's day, and it kidjpdas you're mine, 
Though "tis twenty to ten if I chance to be thine z 


But that's not to —— the matter is this 
I Gould like at abel ar thy ſweet lips to kiſs, : 


Should you have po objection, fix on a day, 
as May, 


val. 

, Wi to deſcribe thoſe matchleſs charms, 
Which, long I've wiſh's, within my arms, 
Yet L' atem thy nut brows hair, 

fingers, and thy 4 
Wege ſelt can'r be pat,” 
ſuck more there is but bould 1. 
Deſcribe what yet I ne er did ſpy; 


G 3 Thy 
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Thy well turn'd limbs, thy riding | breaſts, 


On which cen deities mi 
Convince me thou art hal fdivine, 
Deareſt, do . call theo mine. 


VAL.” Ann . 


Since I beheld. that — be, 1 7 
No reſt my boſom khũO— Dm 

At tight of 4 es my woes increaſe, 1 
And heightens ſtill my woes. 

Forbear your conqueſt to improve, 
Unlets you mean to ſave;7« 


— Smile then wy conqueror, my lere, 
eee, „ Nr 


, # 4 a*. 1} 
: F 11 7 + . » 6 
2 


val. f | n 
wal, I have it at t laſt and that too pretty deop, 


I wonder if ever again I hall. yep: 

Nid ever a fellow on earth'a ſtupid, 

To play wah my Fanny, and. never les: Cupid; 
The cuntiin youn uth. took me in, by, furpriaes 


And aimed r me 8 c b fe 
Ho! bo! baxe 1 e — xchly he 44 
Yes, ves, be has ſo,. vpbraid ; 


For ſure Sally will 8 as the ay the ſmart, 
m pour 


Anf with love's Previous eaſe ou my bat. 
= 

He who ſay en pier etty deferves 1 to de 5, 

He fac injure 8 uty (fferves tbe 725 


He who figh = b and To 
Deſerves as See tobe freed Tong Teng Boba 
Should you atherwiſe ink, why take out 2, wilt, 
And * eo admirer pay r Fe his wit; 


Let him gabe all his Nfe 'off Thuſe Exquiſite charts, 
Entolded and loc d up each rg in is arme; 


There 


here 


VALENTINE WRITER. 


There let the rogue lie, and quite loft in ſurprize 
Don't mind if he tainrs, let him taint till he dies, 


„ ANSWER... 


De'il take you alurance, 1 told you befora, _ 
I diſlike you; and therefore write to me no more. 


VAL. | | 
When beauty ſeeks to grieve her laver's vein, 
And manhood fighs to be reliev'd from pain; 
What's to be done between the am'rous pair, 
The kneeling ſuitor and the yielding fair ; | 

Let them alone, no doubt but they'll agree, 

Or both be guilty of great cruelty ; 

Think then, O think how Tong I've ſigh'd tor you, 
You've tiy'd my paſſion and have found it true: 
Then look upon me with a kind regard, N 


Aud be at ones my treaſute and reuurd. 


VAI. 


- Kitty, ſprightly, gay and young, 
Whoſe dest chains oft have tung ; 
Deareſt Kitty tell me w- by, N 
Thus you let me pine and dia? 
Tell me Kitty, thave of mine, 
And to day my Valentine) 

Why you let me proſtrate knecl, 
And regardleſs turn your Wheel? 

Me the leaſt you ſeem to mind 
Tho' to to others very kind; 
Is it thus you mean to prop Be 
The 2 and love! 
It *tis fo, I muſt fabmit,- 
Though I ſuffer much by its 

_ Hoping ſometime you'll incline, 
To bleſs yqur faithful Valentine. 


J 


m1 


VAL, 


4 
- 
— —— — —— — 
_ _—_we__— — —— — — 
— — 2 


Twill, never tade, m 
Relolv'd at laſt to 7 you this, 
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„ | | 22 
r VAL. 6. vi 
Afraid to tell how much 1 love, 

Leſt you my ſuit ſnould diſapprove; ; 

1 thoughttul lit, but Think, in |, Vain, NN 
y Ive” In asg. 


Aud tiuſt your taking icamiſs: 

Inagine that you fee mGwritiog, 

And trembiiag ſadiy while inditing : 1 t 
Not certain Sally, — pleaſe, 
You to return me pain ut caſ e.“ 
But it ſoft pity ſuotild yu move, 


De Sankt... I; 12d 
4:9 5J G04 10 
| VAI. if; d nid 
My deat with chis, bio kid, „ . 
An earneſt of our future rann eln 
I have not time to tell you more. 
But you alone 1 do adore, 
| 14% | 
1 VAL, 4 „mint ey NA 
Fareneihifioe, odedkiinds V'm true, Yor of 


Aud ſo will ever betoryan ;! it 11 Fi «| 
Strait I muſt away to ſea, 1 5m Neu TP 
Very loth to partfromthee;, + / 5 
See 1t blows a pleaſing gale, / 

Sce we're getting under re | 
There's uo time for further prating, 
Soon the French wo muſt be rating, 
And when we have beat che French,. 


I'll return to 8 u enn e 
With my pockets lind —_—_— * T 
Pleaßong ſight for — 1 n' „ 5 


We'll in raptures arm in arm, 
Trip to church, and quit the _ 

There be rightly ſplic'd together, 1 

To remain in future weather, 


VALENTINE, WRITER, 73 


Keep this for my ſake,—adieu, 
I'm yours, tarewell, your own true- blue. 


O-that you'd hear, ye gentle powers above, 
And ſmile propitious on my ardent love; 
That you no other would preter to me, 
Nut ſtill be true, as I Will be- ta thee, 
Then ſhould my arms with pleaſure bear thy weight, 
And be thy ſafe encloſure every nigh:. | | 
Thy manly cheeks my cager lips ſhould kiſs, 
Nor tear, nor ſhaine ſhould interrupt the blits ; 
What would I do to make my tranſport: known? 
What would Ida what would I leave undone ? 
My vows I'd keep, my grateful thanks I'd pay, 
Bleu the glad change, and hail the welcome day. 


| VAL. 
Reſtleſs love, who's never ea, 
But u hen finding means to teaze % ; 
| Took it this morn into's head. 
Juſt as I had roſe. from be, 44 : 


nto the door di make my way, 
To place . ly iu my view, pos: vis! 1 
Your charming ſeli indeed tis true. 
y 40D Var It I 
" Love ſcattering round his darts, among the. zeft ; 
He ot ti into my artleſs breaſt; * 
Thro' blood and bones the ſhaft like light'ning ftole, 
And mith firange influence ſeized 1 
Now in a flam, ſar bable I = 
And feel 9 Etna turn. 
If ſuch thy paſſion, Ive a heart to give, 
An equal match come then, and it receive, 


VAL, 


Gn ba ing quite forgot the day, pinks: 
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Dear Molly whh n pl: aſare, ſend 0 a % Bo — 
Had it been in my power, itſhou'd bave been better, N 
But juſt as it is, you'l' accept t of courſe, , 

AI would'do you, child, fot bettet br worſe | 

Ti- Valentine's day, and fo" pray be kind-hearted, 

And * no er agaipl me * ſtarted. 


: 1 TT I. be 


Ah} ted me, my e dent f 
I piercd by Cupid's fatal dart 
Long time againſt its point | ſtrove, 
+ But oh! how vain to ſtrive 4 . 
The wouud 1 Ls been <6 2 LARS 
And only enn be heated by you; 


ANSWER, 


Vos like mad fteede, dos bead ſtrong for the rein, 
Will ler not po-] “ your W Inονν courſe reſt ain; 
You, by whoſe gdidence ut eu 4 ſhun, 
Betray us to — — which we raw, 

How hard for us to believe in tain 
Who only fweir; but ce 187 oa 
I fain would try to ard jut and we 
Nor cam (bear a th%&ght-wouldihjure you £ 


Fly then each fear, come and my doubts remove, 
1 > myſelf a viftin units love. 


(then, to,ch 185 Js BRA Wo . E At haſte, 


eck winuie W 
voll bar boo! * * Jo | 


Soft Wu rhe adit edt * 
" ls or 2x 21 5 di Nie | 15 


Caſt my e en ne. x at wo” 


Aly pas et. _ 
Hearth obey art it break, * , 
Feel my woes!-Compaiiion take; 

/ | '. 


VALENTINE WRITER. Th 


Let Hy men bind me unto the, 
I in "40m wb ſhall be res? 


AS OM. FE » ie, > — . £4, 
ri EE SS ANWB ane © 


— . F ae 

Could I but hope your love was quite ſincere, 
To keep it ſo ſhow's be my chiefeſt care ; 
If on my brow one air amiſs I ſpy'd, 

That 2 hair ſhoild Fon be recti ſied. i 
Bot, aff Joube, yog'mift en dure che ſmart, © / 
Till you have ſatis ſy'd my cuceful heart. 


VAL, 


Sweet Pepgy attend to a fearful young ſwain, 
Who trembles the wh le he's relating his pain; 
_ s an odd kind of pa'n, here it is at my breaſt, 
AY was &fl &phqod diyg & keepgymn fron reſt, 
hel eanndt endure it, 
wo, thy boſom to — very likely twould cure it. 
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I. 
PARK! ! the birds ſweetly fing, 
To weleome the lprng; ; 
All nature is jocund and fine, 
Then let us aw 


To crown the Wa. day, 


For it is St, Valeutine. 


You young men and maids, 


Come trip to the ſhades, 


And drefs yourſelves out neat and fine, 
With pipe and with voice, 
So cheartul rejoice, 

For it is St. Pons. 


| Fach bird iv a woving, 


The doves are a cooing, 


1 pairs how they happily joln; * 


in) 


Like them let us woo 4 
Be contented and tru, 
For this is $:, n 
But mark what you do, 
Keep prudence in view, 
To vie do not fondly incline ; 
Be virtue your guide, Ti 
And then you with pride, _ | 
May bleſs St. Valentine. 


s Oo N NM. 


7 J. 

N St. Valentine's day, 
The birds are all gay, 
And warble their ſongs thro? the grove, 
Like them let us haſte; 
No longer time waſte; ' 

But join iu the chores of love. 

Wl its! 


In the good days of old,. 
ove was better than gold, 
The? now it is on the decline, — 
Yet ſtill I will prove, 
Kind and true to my Jore, © M4. 
Who is this day my Valentine. 
s blyth as the ſpray, 
HATE laugh, ki v4 42 ling, ; 
From the morn to the evening's decline, 
Cares and fears fly away, 
Come lambkins and play, 
Upon this * alentine. 


Hark! the village bells ſound, 
en and maids flock around, 


To frokick and mirth they incliney © 
H 


( 789 


Let us join in the throng, 
With dance and with ſong;, / a 
To celebrate nt T> 
«8 . 74 41 X 
Thus every ycar, 
Lads and laſſes appear, e 
In their beſt bibs and cocker bo fine . 
All rofy as May, 65 5 
With huzza and kak! E: 
To celebrate Valentine. ; 


$0NG U. 


— 


L 
ARK! che myfie of the grove, 
How it ſounds to joy ang love's 
Avery bird is heard to ing, * 
All ſalute the infant ſpring, ,, - 
All in harmony combine, 

On the day of De 41 


See the friſky AN: bevel, 

Over the flower enamel'd 8 1441 

Lark and hunet, turtle do ge, 

Sing and eo in notes o, lo ve: 

All is charming, all is fine, 

On the day ml: rn „ ne Hai, 
1 | £$* v4 

| Life% a circle that v tread, 

With a checquepd carpet {| prend, * 

Good and bad is mixt togethęr, . * 

Like the varied April weather z. 

Let us then all care qeeline, al Bs 

On the day of * * n 


— 


Voutl's the ſeaſon nage for lore, 
Age will nut its joys appro re 
Take the ſunſhine of the day, 

Let us laugh and let's be gay, 


To 


To 


> 
(7H d] 
To each tender thought incline, - 
On the day of Valentine. | 


— 
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| T1990" 18% 1. * * " of 
2 Valomige's days #4 
Come let us be gay, WM 

And revel in mirth and delight, 7 


Love, friendſhip aud peace, 
With each one encreaſe, 
While jocundly they ume. 
IT ; : 


With each laſs and each wan. 
This day on the plain, 

In their beſt bibs and tuckers all ſhins, 
They play, ſipg and mee, 
As they jovial advance, Nr 

In honor d St. 2 as | 
The birds all gow ſing, 
To welcome the ſpring, *nA 

And in couples are ſeen all to jn, 
Like them let's proceed. 
And be happy indeed, 5 


Ia honor of St. Valentine. 


Iv. 
Now S 1fan and Jay, 
With William and Nan, 


To fun and good humour incline, 


Ja verſes cach lover, 
Their minds do diſoever, 


In honour cf St. Valentine. 


V 


27 . 
Noir the ſparrow und dove, 


Chirp and coo ju the grove, 


And the proſpect around is divine, 


H 2 


Eb» 

Then let's revel and fing, 

Like birds in the ſpring, — » 
In honour of St. V's entine. 


Ymphs and ſwafhs now haſte away, 
Crown with ſports the happy day ; 
Sol begins the world to cheer, 
Softer re 5 N 
| * I. Mr 1 
| © * Boreas to the northward flies, 
In his room ſoft aephy rerife 3+ 
Let us then each paſtime join, 
Celia! lovely W ws 99 
Liſten to the vocal grove, © * + 
All is harmony and love ; 
Sweetly ſounds the linnet lay, 
To his partner on = ſpray ;- - 


Echo catches every found, =} 
And reflects it all around: a | 
All is h pineſs divine, 3; 0-2. 1.05 
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Anſwer — — 


fon: Painter fo his fweetheart 
Farmer to his ſweetheart 


* 


— 
Anſwer — — — 
The Brewer to his ſweetheart — 
Anſwer — — 
The Cutler to his — — 
Anſwer —- 
The G'azier to his iocthear — 
Anwer — 
The Gardener to * 1 — 
Anſwer — 

— — 

— 


The Hatter to his bert | 


Anſwer 


FS FFF FF. 


The Cemo-Mzker to his ſweetheart - 
The Thatcher to his ſveetheart > — 


* 


"3 „ % DK x 


The Pin:Maker to his ſweetheart — 
Anſwer 


The. T anner has ſy cecheart * — 
Anſwer — N. 1 617, * „ 
The Grocer to his ſu cetheart — 
Anſwer — —— 

The Button- Maker to his ſweetheart — 
Anſwer — 

The Stay-Mak er bis f A 4 — — 
Antwer/ 4 — z 
The Sadler to his! weetheart © — 
Anſwer — — 6 

The Coach-Maker to his OTST Fall — 
Anſwer — — 
The Malſter to-his ſweetheart — 
Anſwer | | — 
The Turner to his, and Anſwer — 
The S yer to his ſweetheart 

Anfw cr ; — 

The Fiſhmonger to his ſweetheart .. — 
Anfwer —— — 


The Bellous · maker t6 his, and Nn 

The Goldimith-tohis, and Auſwer 

The Fidler tô Eis, and Anſwer — 

The Soldier's rn 2 9 

The Sailor Return > _ ; 220 2. 

The Mantua-MAtr to the Taylor and Anfiver 

The S ind- man td M Oyſt -wench, and Anſwer _ 

The Haberdamęr to the Mit liner, and Auſwer 

ME. Sxip-kennet do Mrs. Patch,” and Auſwer 

To a Lady with A Picture, — 

Anſwer _— — — 

To a Lady wirt Artificial Rote. and Antwer 
To a young Woman with a Necklace 

Anſwer — 

The Carpentef d Nis ſw ectheart, and Anſwer 

- Phe bricklay er to bi and” *Anſiver — 

Rae blackſmith te Ats, and Anſwer— 
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1 N D E X., | 83, 
m POR to his ſwcerheart — ib, 


Anſwer 0 
The ſhe - maker to bis Fee and Anſwer ib. 


e tohis, and Anſwer =. 33 
Butcher to his, and Anſwer —— m 34 
The Biker to his ſweet heart 35 
The Brazier t 1 and Anſwer — Hl. 


The Cubinet-maker to his, ,and Anſwer — 36, 


The Printer to his ſweetkeart — ib. 
Anſwer ne 7 
The Weaver to his ſweetheärt — ib. 
Anſwer Er 8 
Ta a Lady, with 2 Paix of Garte s ib. 
To Do. with a Pair of Gloves | — | ib. 


To a Gentleman, with a Watch». DL. ib. 


To Do. with a Picture 39 
The Conchman to the Darn” Toa N . 


To a Lady, with a Landſcape — 

Anſwer — 40 

To a Lady with a Pincuſhion; and Anfrer 7 108 

To Do. with a Pair of-Glover, and Anſwer, - 4 

To Do. with a Watch, and Anſwer — >. 
To Do. with a Rug. and Aofiver  _ m— * vn 4d; 
Mr. Butt to Widow Suckbottle, and Anſwer ib. 
An Old Batehelor to an Old Maid, and Anſwer 8 \\2 
The Groom to the D.airy-Maid — — * 
Anſwer — — 44 
The Coachman to the Nurſery-Maid, and Anfwer ib. 
To a Tallow-chandler — — ih. 

To a B itcher's Daughter —— |; 45 

Toa Glazier 3 — ib. 

To a Carpenter — ib, 

To thoſe whom it will ale , 1— ib. 

To a Bl 17 ns — — 406 

To a T..y — — ib, 

The Ba ber ooh the Laundi ess ib. 
Anſwer — — 47 


The Fiſhmonger to the Poulterer's Daughter, & And, ib, 


Strephon to Nn and Anſwer — 48 
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The Brick · dũſt Man to the S:ullion 


Miſter Tommy to Miſs Peggy, and Anſwer ' 


Te Jack the Sailor, and Anfiver — 
Sofier Tom to his Molly, and Anſwer 
To the Small-Beer Brewer, and Anſwer 


Autu er | 
To a Bricklayer, and Anſwer 
Pat the Chairman to Nelly, and Anſwer 

dhutile the Weaver to his Silk-winder, and Anſwer 
To the Groc&*s Daughter, and Anſwer 

An Undertaker to a Lady, and Anſwer — 
Ralph the Miller to Patty, and Anſwer 


— nl | 
— — 


| Pamon to Phillis — 


Auſtrer ; — — 

Toa Trunk-Maker, and Anſwer — 

To a Lady, with a Roſe · bud . 
To Do. with an amorous Picture — 
To Do. with a Smelling-botile — m 
To a Cook with a Rolling- pin — 
Toa Lady, with a Nutmey-grater — 
To Do with a Lock of Hair — 
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